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ADVERTISEMENT, 
FEB 


Faxcss and DaAuATIc ENTERTAINMENTS are 
&cult to be procured, even at the exorbitant charge of 
one ſhilling each, the uſual ſhop-price ; and that many 
of them are often not to be procured for any price :, A 
circumſtance which ariſes chiefly from Boakſellers having 
little inducement to keep any regular aſſortment of pieces 
of this kind, the demand even for thoſe of the firſt merit, 
in a detached form, being inconfiderable and uncertain. 


Theſe inconveniences firſt ſuggeſted the deſign of the pre- 


ſent publication: And as no Collection of the ſame kind 
has hitherto a appeared, it is hoped this will meet with a 
favourable reception from the PusnLic; and will be pe- 
culiarly acceptable to thoſe who are poſſeſſed of a good 
Collection of Plays, to which it will form a proper Com 
panion or Supplement, as including the principal per- 
formances of a Garricx, .a Foote, &c. printed in an 
clegant and uniform manner, aud attainable at a mode - 
rate expence. 

Tus Volume now publibedi is intended as a Wee 
and will be followed by three, four, five, or more, if 
the Publiſher be encouraged to complete his Plan, which 
is meant to comprehend all the eaters 6 nhg ts 
Stage that have appeared. 

Tar ſeveral Pieces are printed entire, . ** 
laſt editions corrected by their reſpective authors; and, 
by the aſſiſtance of ſome gentlemen of taſte and theatrical 
knowledge, thoſe paſſages uſually omitted in the repre- 
ſentation are uniformly diſtinguiſhed by inverted commas. 

Ir may be proper to mention, that the different Vo- 
lumes are meant to be ſold ſeparately, as well as in ſets ; 
but that the particular Pieces cannot be ſold in the ſame 
way, as the manner of printing prevents their ſeparation. 
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DRAMArTISs PERSONE. 


[ 5 E N. 

FaAinbur gb. 
Mr Heartly, the Guardian, Mr "Garrick, Mr Woods. 
Sir Charles Clackit, Mr Yates. Mr Hollin 
Mr Clactit, bis Nephew, Mr Obrien. Mr * 
Servant. * 

w OMEN. 
Miſs Harriet, an Heireſs, Miſs Pritchard. Miſs Kirdy. 
Lucy, the Maid. Mrs Clive. Mrs Kniyeton. 
Ar 


Scens, A Hall in Mr Heartly's Houſe | 
Enter Sir Charles Clackit, 5 Nephew, and Servant. 


SAvAUr. | 
LEASE to walk this way, Sir. | 
Sir Cha. Where is your maſter, friend? © 14 
Ser. In his drefling-room, Sir. 
Z. Cla. Let him know then 
Sir Cha. Prithee be quiet; Jack; when 8 
pany, let me direct. Tf. proper and decent.” . 


Z. Cla. I am dumb, Sir. * 
Sir Cha. Tell Mr Heartly, his friend and neighbour 
y three words to him. 


vir Charles Clackit would 
Ser. I ſhall, Sir Ex 
A 0 85 


* f 


that this young lady, my friend's ward, has a liking 


looks at me: Thatẽs a ſign of love. Whenever I ſpeak 


be perfectly easy 


K 
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Sir Cha. Now nephew, conſider once again, before 
I open the matter to my neighbour Heartly, what J 
am going to undertake for you. Why don't you 

, 7 | a 


> 
* 


＋. Cla. 1s it proper and decent, uncle? 
Sir Cha. Pſhaw! don't be a fool but anſwer me 
Don't you flatter yourſelſ.— What aſſurance have you 


to you ? The. young fellows of this age are all cox- 
.combs, and I am afraid you are no exception to the 
general rule. | 
. Cla. Thank you, uncle—But may I this. inſtant 
be ftruck old and peeviſh, if I would put you upon a 
falſe ſcent to expole you, for all the fine women in 
Chriſtendom. I afſure you again and again, and 
you may take my word, uncle, that Miſs Hance has 
no kind of averſion to your nephew and moſt humble 


Sir Cha. Ay, ay, ——vanity !— vanity! but'T 
never, take a CE At word about — ; they'll 
lie as faſt, and with as little conſcience, as the Bruſ- 
Tels Gazette. Produce your proofs. 

Y. Cla. Can't 8 * 'em, uncle, without 

ing me.to the indelicacy of repeating em? 
e Char Why, I ſee nothing bai a fooPs head and 
a fool's coat, ſupported by a pair of moſt unpromiſing 
legs. Have you no better proofs ? 

Z. Cla. Yes, I have, my good infidel uncle, half a 
hundred. 5 5 | 

Sir Cha. Out-with them then. | 
. Cla. Firſt then-—Whenever I ſee her, the never 


to her, ſhe never anſwersme:—Another ſign of love. — 
And whenever I ſpeak to any body elſe, ſhe ſeems to 
;— That's a certain fign of love. 
Sir Cha. The devil it if © © F258 
Y. Cla. When Fam with her, ſhe's always grave; 
and the moment I get up to leave her, then the poor 
thing begins Why will you leave me, Mr Clackit ? 
„ can't you ſacrifice a few moments to my baſhfulneſs? 
Stay, you agreeable runaway, ſtay, I ſhall ſoon 


„ ver- 
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«wvercome the fears your preſence gives me.“ 
I could ſay more-—-But a man of honour, uncle 
Sir Cha. What, and has ſhe faid all theſe things to 
vou ? "8 / 
. Cla. O yes, and ten times more with her eyes. 

Sir Cha. With her eyes Eyes are very equivocal, 
Jack, — However, if the young lady has any liking to- 
you, Mr Heartly is too much a man of the world, and 
too much my friend, to oppoſe the match; ſo do you 
walk into the garden, and I will open the matter to him. 
. Cla. Is there any objection to my ſtaying, uncle? 
The buſineſs will be ſoon ended. —You will propoſe 
the match, he will give his conſent, I ſhall give mine, 
Miſs is ſent for, and. affair eft fait. 

i | [Snapping his finger. 

Sir Cha. And ſo you think that a young beautiful 
leireſs, with forty thouſand pounds, is to be had with 
a ſcrap of French, and a ſnap of your finger.——Pri- 
thee get away, and don't provoke 8 = 

Y. Cla. Nay; but my dear uncle- 

Sir Cha. Nay, but my impertinent nephew, either 
retire, or I'll throw up the game. [Putting bim out. 

. Cla. Well, well, I am gone, uncle. When. 
you come to the point, I ſhall be ready to make my 
appearance. —Bon voyage! _ 

Sir Cha. The devil's in theſe young fellows, I think. 
We fend 'em abroad to cure ther ſheepiſhneſs, and 
they. get. above proof the other way.— 

(Enter Mr Heartly.) 

— Good+morrow. to you, nei « 

Hea. And to you, Sir Charles; I am glad to ſee- 


vou ſo ſtrong and healthy. 


Sir Cha. T can return you the compliment, my 
friend: Without flattery, you don't look more than 
thirty-five; and between onrfelves, you are on the 
wrong fide of forty—But mum for that. 

Hea Eaſe and tranquillity keep me as you fee. 

Sir Cha. -Why don't you marry, neighbour? A 
good wife would do well for you. 

H-a. For me? You are pleaſed to be merry, Sir 


Charles.. 
A 2 Sir 
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Sir Cha. No faith, I am ſerious ; and had I a daughy 
ter to recommend to you, you ſhould ſay me nay more 
than once, I aſſure you, neighbour Heartly, before 1 
would quit you. 

Hes. I am much obliged to you. 

Sir Cha. But indeed you are a little too much of 
the philoſopher, to think of being troubled with wo- 

men and their concerns. | 

Hea. I beg your pardon, Sir Charles—Tho' there 
are many who call themſelves philoſophers, that live 
lingle, and perhaps are in the xight of it, yet I can- 
not think that marriage is at all inconſiſtent with true 
Philoſophy.—* A wiſe man will reſolve to live like the 
« reſt of the world, with this only difference, that he 
is neither a flave to paſſions nor events. —It is not 
becauſe I have a little philoſophy, but becauſe J am on 
the wrong fide of forty, Sir Charles, that I deſire to 
be excuſed. - {/miling. ) 2 4 | £6 

Sir Cha. As you pleaſe, Sir; —and now to my bufi- 
neſs.—You have no ohjection, I ſuppoſe, to tie up 

your ward, Mifs Harriet, though you have ſlipped the 
collar yourſelf —Ha ! ha! ha! | 

Hea. Quite the eontrary, Sir; I have taken her 
ſome time from the boarding ſchool, and brought her 
home, in order to diſpoſe of her worthily, with her 
own inclination. :? + 
Sir Chg. Her father, I have heard you ſay, recom- 
mended that particular care to you, when ſhe had 

reached a certain age. | "IT 

Hea. He did fo—and I am the more deſirous to 
obey him ſcrupulouſly in this circumſtance, as ſhe will 
be a moſt valuable acquiſition to the perſon who ſhall 
gain her—for, not to mention her fortune, which is 
the leaſt confideration, her ſentiments are worthy her 
birth; ſhe is gentle, modeſt, and obliging.—In a 
word, my friend, I never ſaw youth more amiable or 
diſcreet—but perhaps I am a little partial to her. 

Sir Cha. No, no, ſhe is a delicious creature, every 
body ſays ſo.—But I believe, neighbour, ſomething 
has happened that you little think of. | 

Hea. What, pray, Sir Charles? 


Sir 
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Sir Cha.. My nephew, Mr Heartly —— 
Enter Young Clackit. 

Y. Cla. Here 1 am, at your ſervice, Sir My uncle 
is a little unhappy in his —.— — Pl clear the 
f matter in a moment— Miſs Harriet, Sir your ward 
K Sir Cha. Get away, you puppy! 

Y. Cla. Miſs Harriet, Sir, your ward—e-moſt ac- 
compliſh'd young lady, to be ſure —— 
\ Sir Cha. Thou art a moſt mo oi — 
to be ſure. 
y nn Pray, Sir Charles, let the young an 
a 
4 97 Cla. You'll excuſe me, Mr Heartly——My 3 
does not ſet up for an orator—a little confuſed, or ſo,. 
Sir—You ſee me what I wei _= to aſk 
rdon for the young lady and m e are * 
Sir muſt confeſs we — wrong to conceal it from 
5 you—But my uncle, I fee, is p to be angry, 
0 and therefore I ſhall ſay no more at preſent. 
. Sir Cha.. If you don't leave the room wn A 
and ſtay in the garden till T call you 
1 not think it was mal a . but you muſt have yo 
r way, mee command ſubmit— Mr Heartly, . 
your's. [ Exit Young Clackit. 
I Sir Cha. pu ! {afide.) My nephew's a little un- 
1 thinking, Mr Wa ez and therefore I have 
been a little cautious how I have proceeded in this affair: 
1 But indeed he has in a manner perſuaded me, that 
1 your ward and he are not ill together. 
I Hea. Indeed! This is the firſt ickeT how tatas. 
$ it, and I cannot conceive why Miſs Harriet ſhould 
r 
a. 
r 
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conceal it from me; for I have often aſſured her, that 


I'would never oppoſe her inclination, Un L might 
endeavour to direct it. 


Sir Cha. Tis human nature, eigen- We are 
fo aſhamed of our firſt paſſion, that we would willing- 


4 ly hide it from ourſelves—But will you mention my 
nephew to her? 
 Hlea. I muſt beg your pardon, Sir Charles. —The - 
- name of the gentlemas 1 whom ſhe chooſes, muſt ri 


A 3 come 
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come from herſelf. —My advice or importunity _ 
never influence her: If guardians would be leſs ri 


rous, people would be more reaſonable; ; 1 
am ſo ionable to think, that happineſs in mar- 


riage can't be bought too dear. I am ſtill on the wrong 
fide of forty, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. No, no—You are right, ae — But 
here ſhe is. Don't alarm her young heart too much, 
I beg of you. Upon my word, ſhe is a ſweet morſel. 

Enter Miſs Harriet and Lucy. | 
Miſe Har. He is with company—IL'Il ſpeak to him 
another time. (Retiring. 

Luc. Young, handſome, ang afraid of being ſeen !— 
You are particular, Miſs. 

Hea. Miſs Harriet, you muſt not ga. (Harriet re- 
turns.) Sir Charles, give me leave to introduce you to 
this young lady.—(Introduces ber.) You know, I ſup- 
poſe, re to me? 


[To Harriet, 

Miſe Har. Sir! (onfu fed.) 

Hea. You may truſt me, my dear, {/niling. Don't 
be diſturb'd, I ſhall not reproach you with any thing 
* keeping your wiſhes a \ Geet from me ſo long. 

Miß. Har. —Upon my word, Sir. Lucy 

Luc. Well, and mT I'll lay my life *t tis a treaty 
of marriage, —Is that ſuch a dreadful thing? Oh, for 
ſhame, Madam! Young ladies of faſhion are not fright- 
ened at ſuch things now a-days. 

Hea. to Sir Cha. We have gone too far, Sir Charles. 
—We muſt excuſe her delicacy, and give her time to 


recover: — I had better talk with her alone; we will 


leave her now.—Be perſuaded that no endeavours ſhall 


be wanting on my part to bring this affair to a 
and a — concluſion. Weg rr 
Sir Cha. I ſhall be obliged to you, Mr Heartly.— 
Young lady, your ſervant. What grace and modeſty ! 
She is a moſt engaging creature, and I Hall be proud 
to make her one of my family. | 
+ Hea. You do us honour, 81 Charles. 
[ Exeunt Sir Charles and Hearth. ; 
Lie. Indeed, Miſs * you are very particular; 


you 
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you was tired of the boarding-ſchoal, and yet ſeem to 
have no inclination. to be married. What can be the 


meaning of all this.?—That ſmirking old gentleman is 


uncle to Mr Clackit; and, my life for it, he has made 
ſome propoſals. to your guardian. 
Miſi Har. Prithce don't plague me About Mr Clackit. 


Luc. But why not, Miſs? Tho' he 1s a. little fan- 0 


taſtical, loves to hear himſelf talk, and is ſomewhat 
ſelf· ſufficient; you _ conſider he is young, has been 
abroad, and keeps. company :— The trade will 
ſoon be at an end, ——— ladies and gentlemen grow 
over nice and exceptious. 

Miſs Har. But if I can find one without theſe faults 
I may ſurely pleaſe myſelf. 

Luc. Without theſe faults ! and is he young, Miſs ? 
Miß. Har. He is ſenſible, modeſt, polite, affable, 


and generous; and charms from the natural impulſes. 


of his own heart, as-much as. others diſguft by "their 
ſenſeleſs airs and inſolent affectation. 

Luc. Upon my word But why have you kept this- 
ſecret ſo long ?—Your jan is kind to you beyond 
conception. What ulties can you have to over- 
come :. 

Miſs Har.. Why, the difficulty of declaring my ſen- 
timents. 

Luc. Leave that to me, Miſs.— But your ſpark, with 
all his accompliſhments, muſt have very little penetra+ 
tion, not to have diſcovered his good fortune in your 
eyes. 

Miſs Har. I take care that my eyes don't tell too 
much ; and he has too much delicacy to interpret looks 
to his advanta! . Beſides, he. would certainly diſap- 
prove my ; and if I ſhould ever make the de- 
claration, and meet with a denial, I ſhould abſolutely 
die with ſhame. . _ 

Luc. I'll inſure your life for a filver thimble.— But 
what can poſſibly hinder your coming together = 

Miſs Har. His exceſs of merit. 

Luc. His exceſs of a fiddleſtick But come, Th 
put you in the way :—You ſhall, truſt me with the ſe· 
Wen entruſt it by. fp bo. half a _— 


SO 
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they ſhall entruft it to half a dozen more, by which: 
means it will travel half the town. over in a week's 
time: the gentleman will certainly hear of it; and then 
if he is not at your feet in the fetching of. a figh, Pl} 
give up all my perquiſites at. your weddigg.—— What. is 
his name, Miſs? © | 
Mi Har. I cannot tell you his name, —Indeed I 
ennnot; I am afraid of being thought too ſingular.— 
But why ſhould I be afhamed of my paſſion ? Is the 
impreſſion which a. virtuous character makes upon our 
hearts ſuch a weakneſs that it may-not be excuſed ? 
Luc. By niy faith, Miſs, I can't underſtand you: 
You are afraid of being thought fingular, and you 
really are ſo; I would ſooner renounce all the paſ- 
ſions in the univerſe, than have one in my boſom beat- 
ing aud fluttering itſelf to pieces. Come, come, Miſs, 
open the window. and let the poor devil out. 
Exter Heartly.. 

Hera. Leave — Lucy. | a 

Luc. There's ſomething going forward tis very 
. kard I can't be of the Rn (Ea. 

Hes. She certainly thinks, from the character of. 
the young man, that I ſhall diſapprove of her choice. 


, | (Aide. 

Miſs Har. What can I poſſibly ſay to him? I am 

as much aſhamed to make the declaration, as he would? 
þe to underſtand it. 


Hen. Don't imagine, my dear, that I would know 
more of your thoughts thai you defire I ſhould ; but 
the tender care which I have ever ſhown, and the ſin- 
cere friendſhip which I ſhall always have for you, give 
me a fort of right to inquire into every thing that con- 
eerns you. Some friendhave ſpoken to me in parti- 
cular. —But that is not all—I have lately found you 
thoughtful, abſent, and diſturbed :—Be plain with 
me Has not ſomebody been happy enough to pleaſe 

u?. $5) | 
Miſs Har. I cannot deny it, Sir :—Yes—ſome- 
body indeed has pleaſed me—But I muſt intreat you 
not to give credit to any idle ſtories, or inquire farther 
into the particulars of my inclination ; for I cannot 
poffibly have reſolution enough to ſay more to * 
| ea. 


— 
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Hea. But have you made a choice, my dear? 
Miſs Har. I have, in my own mind, Sir; and tis 


impoſſible to make a better Reaſon, honour, every 


thing muſt approve it. 
Hes. And how long have you conceived this paſſion? 
Miſ Har. Ever ſince I left the country—to live 
with you. ( Siphs. 
Hes. I fee your confuſion, my dear, and will re- 
lieve you fibm it immediately—1 am informed of the 
whole 
Miſs Har. Sir! 


Hea. Don't be uneaſy; for I can with pleaſure - 


ſure you, that your paſſion is return's with equal ten- 
derneſi. 
Miſs Har. If you are not deceiv'd—T cannot be 


more happy. 
Hea. 1 think I am * deceiv'd.—But, after the 


declaration you have made, and the aſſirauces which I. 


have given you, why will you conceal it any longer ? 
Have I not deierv'd a little more confidence from you? 

Miſs Har. You have indeed deſerv'd it, and ſhould 
certainly have it, were I not well aſſur d that you would 
oppoſe my inclinations. 

Hea. J oppoſe em! Am I then ſo. unkind to you, 
my dear Can you in the leaſt doubt of my affection 
for you ?— I promiſe you that I have no will but: 
your's. 

Mifs Har. Since you deſire it then, L will * AR 
to explain myſelf, 

Fea. J am all attention—Speak, my dear. 

Miſs Har. And if I do, I feel I ſhall never be able 
to mou to you again. 

Hea. How can that be, when I ſhall agree with you 
in every thing? 

Miſs Har. Indeed you won't —Pray let me retire 
to my own chamber—1I am not well, Sir. 


Hea. I ſee your delicacy is hurt, my dear: But . 


Tell 


me intreat you once more to conſide in me. 


me his name, and the next moment I will go to him 
and aſſure him that my conſent ſhall confirm oe your. 
A | 


Mili 


* 
| 
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Mi ifs Har. You will eaſily find. him—And when 
you have, pray tell him how improper it is for'a young 
woman to ſpeak firſt :—Perſuade him to ſpare my 
bluſhes, and to releaſe me from ſo terrible a ſituation. 
—[ ſhall leave him with you—And hope that this de- 
daration will make it impoſhble for you to miſtake me 
any longer. 

(Harriet is going, but, upon ſeeing V. Clackit, 
remains upon the flaps. ) 

Hea. Are we not alone? What can this mean? { Aide.) 

Z. Cla. Apropos faith] here they are together. 

Hea. I did not fee him; but now the riddle's ex- 
plain'd. { Afede. } 

E 4 e This is the 

moſt ſpiteful interru Aſide | 

XY. Ca. By 8 Mr Heartly.——— 

( Crofſes him A go to Harriet.) 
* I caught you 8 laſt, my divine Harriet ?— 
Well, Mr Heartly,, ſans fago „Bot what's the 
matter, ho !-— Things wok: a little gloomy here: 
One mutters to himfelf, and gives me no anſwer; and 
the other turns the Dr and winks at me. — How the 
devil am I to interpret all this? 

Miß Har. JI wink at you, dir! Did , Sir? 

. Cla. Yes, you, my angel—But mum—- Mr 
Heartly, for Heaven's ſake, what is all this? Speaks. 
1 conjure you, is it life or death with me? 

MiſroHar. What a dreadful fituation 1 am in !. 

Y. Cla. Hope for the beſt ;—-1'IV bring matters about, 
I: warrant 

Hea. You have both of you great reaſon to be ſati[- 
fied—Nothing ſhall oppoſe your happineſs. 

Z. Cla. Bravo, Mr Heartly | 

Hea. Miſs Harriet's will is a law to me; and for 
you, Sir—the friendſhip which I have ever profeſs'd 
for your uncle is too ſincere not to exert ſome of it 
upon this occaſion. 

Mifs Har. I ſhall die with confuſion ! ( Afde. ) 

2. Cla. I am alive again. Dear Mr Heartly, thou 
art a moſt adorable creature! What a happineſs it is 
to have to do with a man of ſenſe, who has no fooliſh 

pee» 
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prejudices, and can ſee when a young fellow has ſome- 
thing tolerable about him ! ; 

Hea. Sir, not to flatter you, I muſt declare, that it 
is from a knowledge of your friends and family that 
I have hopes of ſeeing you and this young lady happy. 
I will 2 
every thin on to our wiſhes. Going. 

Mik Har, Mr Heartly—Pray, Sir! : | * 

Hen. Poor Miſs Harriet, I fee your diſtreſs, and 
am ſorry for it; but it muſt be got over, and the 
ſooner the better. Mr Claekit, my dear, will be glad 
of an opportunity to entertain you for the little time 
I ſhall be abſent — Poor Miſs Harriet! (Smiling. 


| | [Exit Heartly. 
Y. Cl. Allez, aller, 


I anfwer for 
that. Well, Ma'am, I think every thing ſucceeds to 
our wiſhes. —Be ſincere, my adorable Don't you 
think yourſelf a very happy young lady ? 

Miſs Har. I ſhall be moſt particularly obliged to 
you, Sir, if you would inform me what is the mean- 
ing of all this. dag) | 

Z. Cla. Inform you, Miſs !—The matter, I believe, 
is pretty clear: — Our friends have underſtanding 
we 2 affections and a marriage follows of 
:COUrIie., 6570 

Miſs Har. Marriage, Sir! Pray what relation or 
particular connection is there between you and me, Sir? 

Z. Cla. I may be deceiv'd faith ;—but upon my 
Honour, I always ſuppoſed that there was a little ſmat- 
tering of inclination between us. PN 

Miſs Har. And have you ſpoke to my guardian up- 
-on this ſuppoſition, Sir ? 722 
. Cla. And are you at it ? I believe, not— 
Smiling.) Come, come, I believe not. Tis deli- 
cate in you to be upon the reſerve. 


Miſs Har. Indeed, Sir, this behaviour of your's is 
moſt extraordinary. | | 
Z. Cla. Come, come, my dear, don't carry this 
jeſt too far, & troppo, 2 treppe mia Cariſima. What 
the devil, when every thing is agreed upon, and uncles 
and guardians and ſuch folks have given their conſent, 
why continue the hypocriſy ? | 
Miſs 
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Miß Har. They may have conſented for you; but 
1 am miſtreſs of wy alieQions, and will never diſpoſe 
of *em by proxy. 

Y. Cla. Upon my Wel this is very droll What! 
has not your guardian been here this moment, and 
expreſſed all imaginable pleaſure at our intended union ? 

Miſs Har.” He is in an error, Sir: And had I not 
been too much aſtoniſhed at your behaviour, I had un- 
deceiv'd him long before now. 

Y. Cla. (Humming a tune.) But, pray, Miſs, to 
return to buſineſs— What can be your, intention in 
raiſing all this confuſion in the family, and oppoſing 
your own inclinations? 

Miſs Har. Oppoſing my own inclinations, Sir? 

Z. Cla. Ay, oppoſing your own inclinations, Ma- 

Do you know, child, if you carry on this 
farce any longer, I ſhall to be a little angry ? 

Miſ Har. 1 would wiſh it, Sir; for be aſſur'd, 
that I never in my life had the leaſt * 2 
you. 

. Cla. Words, words, Eee 

Miſt Har. Tis moſt fincerely and literally true. 

. Cla. Come, come, I know what I know 


x —4 Har. Don't make yourſelf ridiculous, Mr 
acKkait 
| 1 Cla. Don't make yourſelf miſerable, Miſs Har- 


%, Hor I am only ſo when you petit to tor- 
ment me. 

. Cla. ( Smiling.) And you really believe that m 
don't love me? 

Miſs Har. Poſitively 

. Cla. ( Conceitedly. ' Aud you are very ſure now, 
that you hate me ? 

Miſs Har. Oh! moft cordially. 
Was Cla. Poor young lady ! I do pity you from my 

Miſt Har, Then why won't you leave me ? 

Z. Cla. -———< She never told her love, ) 

Bur let concealment, like a worm i th bud, 

„ Feed on her damaſt cheek.” . — 

Take warning, Miſs, when you once begin to pine in 


2 


it the faſter to 3 ay, ay 
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thought, tis all over with you; and be aſſured, fince 
you are obſtinately bent to give yourſelf airs, ___ if 
you once ſuffer me-to leave this . 
you mind me: Not 2 ſighing, whim — , 
vapours, and hyſterics, ever move me to 
leaſt compaſſion on you Conte qui coute. 

Enter Heartly and Sir Charles. | 

Sir Cha. I am overjoy'd to hear it: There they 
are, the pretty doves ! That is the age, * — 
Heartly, for happineſs and pleaſure. 

Hea. I am willing, you fee, to loſe no time; which 
may convince you, Sir * Row 1 I am of 
this alliance in our 

Sir Cha. The thought t of it' rejoices met———Cad, 
I will ſend —_— take a dance ; myſelf, 
and a fig for®he gout and rheumatiſm. But hold, 
hold The lovers, methinks, are a little out of hu- 
mour with each other What is the matter, — 
Not pouting, ſure, before your time. | 

Y. Cla. A trifle, Sir——the lady will tell yo 

(Hum, a tune.) 
' Hea. You ſeem to be troubled, Harriet — What can 
this mean? 

Miſs Har. You have been in an error, Sir, about 
me.— I did not undeceive you, becauſe I could not 
imagine that the conſequences could have been ſo fe- 
rious and ſo ſudden :—But I am now forced to tell 
you, that you have miſunderſtood me—That you have 
diſtreſſed me. 

Hea. How, my dear? 

Sir Cha. What do you ſay, Miſs? 

Y. Cla. Mademoiſelle is pleaſed to be out of humour, 
but I can't blame her; for, upon my honour, hows, 
a little coquetry becomes her. : 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, ay—Oh, ho!—Ts that all? Theſe 
little ſqualls ſeldom overſet the lover's boat, but drive 


Hea. Don't be uneafy, my dear, that you have de- 
cared your paſſion, —Be conſiſtent now, leſt you ſhould 
be thought capricious. 

> 7. Cla. Talk to her a little, Mr Heartly ; ihe is a 
Vol, I. B fine 


iſh as you, 
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fine lady, and has many virtues, but ſhe does not know 
the world. 


Sir Cha. Come, come, you muſt be friends again, my 
issn | 

Miſs are ou 

42 er da de Wi Het, Spain ths 


riddle to me. 


Mie Har. I cannot, Six-—l have diſcovered the 
weakneſs of my heart have diſcovered it to you, 
Sir, But your = unkind interpretations, and 2 
ful looks, convince me, that I have already ſaid but 
too much. [ Exit. ( —_— muſes.) 

Sir Cha. Well but Eb. nephew— This is going 
a little too far, What have you done to her? 

Hen. I never ſaw her ſo much moved before! 

7. Cla. Upon my ſoul, Gentlemen, I am as much 
ſurpriſed at it as you can be: The little bronillerie 
between us aroſe upon her perſiſting that there was 


no paſſion, no penchant, between us. 


Sir Chas Fl tell you what, Jack There is a 
certain kind of impudence about you, that I don't ap- 
prove of; and were I a young girl, thoſe coxcomical 
airs of your's would ſurfeit me. 

Y. Cla. But as the young ladies are not quite ſo ſqueam- 
uncle, I fancy they will chooſe me as I am. 
Ha! ha !-—But what can the lady object to? I have 
offered to marry her; is not that a ſufficient that 
I like her? A young fellow muſt have ſome affection 
that will go ſuch lengths to indulge it. Ha! ha! 

Sir Cha. Why really, friend Heartly, I don't fee 
N a young man can well do more, or a lady deſire 

What ſay you, neighbour ? | 
Jo Upon my word, I am puzzled about it. 
My thoughts upon the matter are ſo various, and fo 
Every thing I ſee and hear is ſo contradic- 
Ro fo——She certainly cannot like _y body 
elſe ? 

Y. Cla. No, no, I'll anſwer for that 

Hea. Or ſhe may be fearful then, that your paſſion 
for her is not ſincere, or, like other young men of the 
times, you may grow careleſs upon . and ne- 


glect her. 
2. Cin. 


THE GUARDIAN. 15 


Y. Cla. Ha! Egad you have hit it ; nothing but a 
little natural delicate ſenfibilty—— (Hum a tune.) 

Hea. If fo, perhaps the violence of her reproaches. 
may proceed from the lukewarmneſs of your profeſſions. 

. Cla. Fe vous demande pardon . have ſworn to 
her a hundred and a hundred times, that ſhe ſhould be 
the happieſt of her ſex. —But there is nothing ſurpri- 
ling in all this; it is the miſery of an overfond heart, to 
be always doubtful of its happineſs. 

Hea. And if ſhe marries thee, I fear that ſhe'll be 
kept in a ſtate of doubt as long as ſhe lives. (Half afide.) 

Enter Lucy. 
Tuc. Pray, Gentlemen, what is the matter among 
? And which of you has affronted my miſtreſs ? She 
1s in a moſt prodigious taking yonder, and ſhe vows to 
return into the country again——E can get nothing 
but ſighs from her. | 

Y. Cla. Poor thing ! 

Lac. Poor thing! The devil take this love, I fay— 
There's more rout about it than 'tis worth. 

Z. Cha. I beg your pardon for that, Mrs m_— 

Hea. I muſt inquire further into this; her behaviour 
is too particular for me not to be diſturbed at it. 

Luc. She defires, with the leave of theſe gentlemen, 
that, when ſhe has recover'd herſelf, ſhe may talk with 
you alone, Sir. (To Heartly). 

Hea. I ſhall with pleaſure tens her. [Exit Lucy. 

Z. Cla. Divin Bacchus : La, la, la! ( Sings.) 

Sir Cha. I would give, old as I am, a leg or an arm 
ln belov'd by that ſweet creature as you are, 

' 

Y. Cla. And throw your gout and rheumatiſm into 
the bargain, uncle ?-=— Ha, ha! Divin Bacebus. La, 
la, la, &c. ( Sings. 

Sir Cha. What lague are quavering at. 
Thou haft no more feeling for thy den _ my 
ſtick here. 

Y. Cla. T beg your pardon for that; my dear uncle. 

(Tales out a pocket looking- glaſs.) 

Sir Cha. I wonder what the devil is come to the 
young fellows of this age, neighbour Heartly ?—Why, 
a fine woman has no effect upon em. Is there no 

B. 2 method 
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method to make em leſs fond of themſelves, and more 
mindful of the ladies ? 

Hea. I know but of one, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. Ay, what's that ? 

Ha. Why to break all the looking-glaſſes in the 
kingdom. (Pointing to V. Clackit.) 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, they are ſuch fops, ſo taken u 
an themſelves ! _——Zounds, when I was young, and 

ve 

T. cla. You were a prodi ;ous five f ht, to be fure. 

Hes. Look'ye, Mr Clackit, if Miſs iet's aſſec - 
tions declare for you, ſhe muſt not be treated with ne- 
glect or diſdain Nor could I bear ity Sir. 
Any man muft be proud of her partiality to him: os 
be muſt be faſhionably inſenſible indeed, who wou'd not 
make it his darling care to defend from every inquietude 
the moſt delicate and tender of her ſex. 

Sir Gha. Moſt nobly and warmly ſaid, Mr Heartly. 
Go to her, nephew, directly Throw yourſelf 
at her feet, and ſwear how much her beauty and virtue 
have captivated you, and don't let her go till you have 
ſet her dear little heart at reſt. 

Z. Cla. I muſt defire to be excus'd. Wou'd 
you have me ſay the ſame thing over and over again ?— 


I can't do it, poſitively.— It is my turn to be piqu d 
now. 

Sir Cha. Damn your conceit, Jack, I can bear it no 
longer. 


Hea. I am very ſorry to find that any young lady, 
ſo near and dear to me, ſhou'd beſtow her heart where 
there is ſo little proſpect of its being valued as it ought. 
However, I ſhall not oppoſe my authority to her 
inclinations ; and ſo Who waits there? ( Enter 
Servant.) Let the young lady know that I ſhall attend 
her commands in the library. (Exit Servant.) Will 
you excuſe me, Gentlemen? 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay—We'll leave you to yourſelves ; 
and pray convince her, that I and. my gephew are molt 
fincerely her very humble ſervants. 

Y. Cla. O yes, you may depend upon me., 

Hlea. A very ſlender dependence truly. ( A/ide.) [ Exit. 

7. Cla. We'll be with you again to know what your 
tete 


Ire 
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tete a tete produces; and in the mean time I am her's, 
— your's——Adieu. | Come, uncle, Fal, 


lal, la, la! 
Sir 2 I cou'd knock him down with plafve 
(Afde.) 
| [Exent Si Charles and V. Clackit. 


r 
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ACT UI. 
SCENE, A Library. 


. HzarruLY, . (ſpeaking to a Servant.) | 
ELL Miſs Harriet, that I am here. If he. 
is indiſpoſed, I will wait upon her in her own. 

YOON. [ .Exir Servant. 

However myſterious her conduct appears to me, yet 
ſtill it is to be decyphered This young gentleman 
has certainly touch'd her There are ſome objections 
to him, and among ſo many young men of faſhion that 
fall in her way ſhe certainly might have made a better 
choice: She has an underſtanding to be ſenſible of this; 
and, if I am not miſtaken, it is a ſtruggle between her 
reaſon and her paſſion, 1 OE 
— But here the is. | | 
Enter Miſs Harriet. 
6 Har. I hope you are not angry, Sir, that Teſs 
5 without making any apology ? ? 

ant I am angry that you think an apology neceſ- 
ſary.— The matter we were upon was of ſuch a delicate 
nature, that I was more pleaſed with your confuſion, 
than I ſhould have been with your —— par- 
don me, my dear. — 

Miſs Har. I have reflected, that the perſon for whom :- 
I have conceived a moſt tender may, from the 
wiſeſt motives, doubt of my ; and therefore L 
would endeavour to e in cee and con- 
vince him how deſerving he is of my higheſt eſteem. 

Hea. I have not yet apprehended. what kind of diſ- 
pute could ariſe between — — Mr Clackit:—I would 


* 


adviſe you both to come to a reconciliation as ſoon as 
Poſſible.— The law of nature id an imperious one, and 
B 3 Cans - 
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ind thong ae r, Auge for Saget ee 
on- may ſome ec- 
* rr ir Wenn 
mit to it. 
Miſ Har. He ail continues in his error, and I can- 
not undeceive him. (4fede:) 
es. Shall I take the liberty of telling you, my dear 
Tating her hand.)—You tremble, Harriet! What 
is the matter with you? 


Miſs _ Nothing, Sir—Pray go on.— 
Flea. eſs whence proceeds all 8 uneaſineſs.— 


You wig t the world will not be ſo readily convinced 
3 - gentleman's merit as you are: And, in- 

with him more deſerving of yon; but 
„ 
would have wanted, and almoſt makes me blind to his 


failings. 
l 24 Har. And would you adviſe me, Sir, to make 


choice of this 
Hen. . dwodmny 6s 
conſult: your: own: heart upon ſuch an-occafian. 


Miſs Har. If that is your advice, I will moſt reli. 
giouſſy follow it; and, for the laſt time, I am reſolved 
to diſcover my real ſentiments; but as a confeſſion of 
this kind will not become me, I have been - 
ſome innocent ſtra ho, warts Frye Bone 

ta relie ve me oh dechivation,— 
Vie „ eee Pt 

ea. I think ou may, my. dear, without the leaſt 
offence to your 2. And indeed you t to ex · 


phin at —— it ab · 


Mit Har. Wi Will you be kind enough to aſkiſt-me )— 
Will you write it for me, Sir? 

— Oh moſt williogly.t—And as I am made a par- 
ty, it wil: remove all objections. 
X Miſ Har. J will dictate to you in the. beſt manner 1 
am able, (Sighing.) 

Hea. And here 18 pen, ink, and paper, to obey your 
commands. (Draws the table.) 

. Miſs Har. OI ou n 


not 80 thro? it, and a 2 
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| Rea. Now, my dear, I am ready. Don't be diſturb'd. 
—He is certainly a man of family; and- tho' he has ot 
ſome little faults, time and your virtues will correct 4 
them. — Come, what ſhall I write ? (Preparing to _ 1 

Miſs Har. Pra 3 is 1 
a terre taſk, | 1 

Hea. 1 know it 5 y yourſelf: —I. ſhall 
wait with. » Miſs Harriet. 

Miſs Har. (dictating.) « It ir in vain for me to con- 
06 [mays of er NE ICI of my 
a | PTS 

Hea. The ſecrets of my heart—( Writ 9 

Miſs Ha 4. humility and 2297 will not 
&« ſuffer you. to perceive —_—_ 

Hea. o__ ter B's that be is much. 
troubled with thoſe quali 3 

Miſi Har. Pray — me, Sir. | 

| Hea. I beg your pardon.—Your bumility and. modeſty. 
will not uffer you to perceive-it. (Writes). 80. ; 
ry ag » *- Every thing tell; you, that it. . het 

Fea. Very well. (Writes) 

Miſs Har. Yes:—You that.] love;—do von under 


1 

Hea. oy underſtand you—that it is 
You that 32 very plain, my dear. 

Miſi Har. | would have; it. it fo" Aud u Lam ah 


ready bound in gratitude t6 50 

Hea. In gratitude to Mr Chekit ? 

Miſe Har. Pray write, Sir. 

Hea. Well—1z gratitude to e, (Writes.)—T muſt: 
write what ſlie would have me. ( Aſde.) 

Miſs Har. et my paſſion. is. a- mt difimerefted. 


te one. 
Hea. MI diffaterefted one, (Writer. Y © © 
Miſs Har. And to convince you, that you owe much 
% more 
Hea. And then '$ | 
Miſs Har. © could wiſh that I had not 4— 
Hea. Stay, Stay: had not experienced ( Writes.) -- 
_ Miſs Har, © Zaur tender-care-of me in my infancy.— 


id 
» 1 
: . 
1 
. 
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right, or am I in a dream! A4 
Mif Har. Why have I myſelf?—He'l hate 
me for my folly. (. 
Hea. Harriet ! 


Miſs Har. Sir! 
Hen. To whom do you write this letter? 
Miſs Har. To—to—Mr Clackit—is it not? 
Hea. You muſt not mention. then the care of your 
infancy ; it would be ridiculous. 
Miſs Har. It would indeed—I own it—lt is un- 
proper. 
Hea., What, . 
N., Har. It did indeed. 
- Hea, What muſt I put in its place? 
Miſt Har. Indeed I have ſaid more 
than eno ugh to make myſelf underſtood. 
Hea. Then I'll only finiſh your letter with the uſual 
comphment, and ſend it away. 
2 Ves —ſend it away—if yon thank I ought 
to ſend it 
Hea. ( Troubled.) Qught to ſend it !—Who's there 1 
— (Ester a Servant). Carry this letter. 
(An action eſcapes from 8 as * to. binder. 
| the the. letter, 
Is it not-for Mr. Clackit ?- | 
Miſe Har. ( Peevifhly.) Who en it te r 
Hes (To the Servant.y Here, take this letter to Mr 
Clackit. ( Gives the letter.) Exit Servant. 
Miſs Har. What a terrible ſituation? ( 4fade.) 
Hea. I am thunderſtruck! ( Zfide.) 
Miſs Har. I cannot ſpeak another word. (Afide.) 
Hes. My prudence fails me! (4fide.) 
Miſ; Har. He diſapproves my F. end I ſhall 
dic wth confuſion. (A ſide.) 
A 
uc. The converſation is over, | 
(Aide). —Sir Charles is without, Sir, and le 
to know pu determination. May * be be per- 
mitted to ſee you? 
Lea. (de.) 1 muſt retire to conceal my An. 
xit. 
F Luc. 


it 
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Tuc. Upon my word this is very whimſical What 
is the reaſon, Miſs, that your guardian 1s gone away 
without giving me an anſwer ? | 

Miſs Har. t a contempt he muſt have for me, to 
behave in this manner! Exit. 
Luc. Extremely well this, and equally: fooliſn on 
both ſides ! But what can be the meaning of it 
Ho, ho—I think I have a glimmering at laſt. —Sup- 
poſe ſhe ſhou'd/not like young Shatter-brains after all ; 
and indeed fhe has never abſolutely ſaid ſhe did; who 
knows but ſhe has at laſt opened her mind to my good 
maſter, and he finding her taſte (like that of other girls 
at her age) moſt particularly ridiculous, has not been 
ſo complaiſant as he uſed to be, What a ſhame it 
is that 1 don't know more of this- matter, a wench of 
ſpirit as I am; a favourite of my miſtreſs, and as in- 


quifitive as I ought to be! It is an affront to my cha- 


racer, and I muſt have ſatisfaction immediately.— 
( Going.) I will go directly to my young miſtreſs; teaſe 
her to death, till I am at the bottom of this ;- and if 
threatening, ſoothing, ſcolding, whiſpering, crying, and 
lying, will not prevail, I will een give her warning 
and go upon the ſtage. _ [ Exit. 
ED | Enter Heartly. | 
Hen. The more I reflect upon what has paſs'd, the 
more I am convinc'd that ſhe did not intend writing to 
this young fellow. What am I to think of it then? 
Let a man be ever ſo much upon his againſt 
the approaches of vanity, yet he will find himſelf weak 
in that quarter. Had not my reaſon made a little 
ſtand againft my preſumption, I might have interpreted 
ſome of Harriet's words in my own favour; but [ 
may well bluſh, tho” alone, at my extravagant folly ! 
— Can it be poſſible that ſo young a ereature ſhou'd 
© even caſt a thought of that kiud upon me?: Upon 
me! Preſumptuous vanity !'=——No, no, ——I will 
do her and myſelf the juſtice to ackno e, that, for 
a very few ſlight appearances, there are a thouſand rea- 
ſons that deſtroy ſo ridiculous a ſuppoſition. 
Enter Sir Charles. | 
Ares Cha. Well, Mr Heartly, what are we to hope 


Her. 
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Hea. Upon my word, Sir, I am fill in the dark ; we 
puzzle about, 1 but we don't get forward. 

Sir Cha. What the devil is the meaning of all _ 
There never ſure were lovers ſo difficult to bring 
ther. But have you not been a little too rough with 
the lady? For as I paſs'd by her but now, ſhe ſeem'd 
a little out of humour——and, upon my faith, not 
the leſs beautiful for a little pouting. 

Hea. Upon word, Sir C what I can col- 
le& from her 4 is, that your nephew is not ſo 
much in ber good graces us be made you deliere. 

Sir Cha. Egad, like enough. —But hold, hold, 
this muſt be 3 a into: —— if it is fo, I 

wou'd be glad to know, = and wherefore, I have 
been made ſo ridiculous _———Eh, Mr Heartly, does 
he take me for his fool, his beaſt, his Merry Andrew ? 
By the Lord Harry — 

Hea. In him a little vanity is excuſeable. 

Es days I am his ge rpg e- 


. to be very impertinent; but 
1 ſhall defire him to be leſs free with his uncle for the 
future, I aſſure him. 
| | Enter Lucy. 
Tac. I have it, I have it, Gentlemen! You need not 
— any more about the matter. have got the ſe- 
cret. Kr N n 


our diſtreſs'd 
an ee And what, child ? 


Sir Cha. W 7 pon 

Luc. What, * not ſhe t Sir 0 eartly. 

Hea. Not directly. 25 ( ) 1 

Luc. So much * better. What pleaſure it is to il 
diſcover a ſecret, and then tell it to all the world !--i1 8 
preſs d her ſo much, that ſhe at laſt confeſs'd. 4 
- Sir Cha. Well, what ? 

Luc. That, in the firſt place, ſhe Nn 


hew. 

Sir Cha. And I told the puppy ſo. 

Luc. That ſhe had a moſt mortal antipathy for the 
young men of this age; and that ſhe had ſettled her af- 
ſections upon one of riper years, and riper underſtanding 

ir 
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e Sir Cha. Indeed 

Luc. And that ſhe expected from a lover in his au- 
2 tumn, more affection, more complaiſance, more con- 
2 ſtancy, and more diſcretion of courſe. 2 


Hea. This is very particular. . 

. Sir Cha. Ay, but it is very prudent for all that. 

ot Luc. In ſhort, as ſhe had openly declared againſt the 
nephew, I took upon me to ſpeak of his uncle. 

1. Sir Cha, Of me, Child? 

ſo Luc. Ves, of you, Sir And the did not ſay me 


| nay——but caſt fuch a look, and fetch'd ſuch a ſigh, 
d, chat if ever I look'd and ſigh'd in my life, I know 


I how it 1s with her. 


ve Sir Cha. What the devil Why ſurely Eh, 
es Lucy ! You joke for certain. Mr Heartly Eh ! 
2 2 Indeed I do not, Sir. Twas in vain for me 


to ſay that nothing cou'd be ſo ridiculous as ſuch a 
choice. —Nay, Sir, I went a little further, (you'll ex- 
at cnſe me), and told her——Good God, Madam, ſaid I, 
| why, is he old and gouty, aſthmatic, rheumatic, fciatic, 
ſpleen- atic. It ſignified nothing, ſhe had determined. 

Sir Cha. But you need not have told her all that. 

Hes. I am perſuaded, Sir Charles, that a good heart 
and a good mind will prevail more with that young lady, 
than the more faſhionable accompliſhments. 

Sir Cha. I'll tel you what, neighbour, I bave had 
my days, and have been well receiv'd'among the ladies, 
have But in truth, I am rather in my winter than 
my autumn; ſhe muſt mean ſomebody elſe. Now 11 
hink again—it can't be me.—No, no, it can't be me. 

Luc. But I tell you it is, Sir. Tos are the man— 
Her ſtars have decreed it; and what they decree, tho? 
ver ſo ridiculous, muſt come to 

Sir Cha. Say you ſo ? Why then, Monſieur ne- 
phew, I ſhall have a little laugh with you Ha, 
ha, ha! The tid-bit is not for you, my nice Sir — 
Your betters mult be ſerv'd before you. —But here he 
omes—— Not a word for your life. We'll laugh at 
aim moſt triumphantly Ha, ha! but mum, mum. 

Enter V. Clackit. ( Meufic plays without.) 

Z. Cla. That will do moſt divinely well.— Bravo, 

bravo, Meſſieurs Vocal and — Stay 
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in that chamber, and I will let you know the time for 
your appearance. (To the muſicians.) Meeting by ac- 
cident with ſome artiſts of the ſtring, and my particular 
friends, I have brought *em to cele rate Miſs Harriet's 
and my approaching happineſs. (To Heartly.) 

Sir Cha. Do you hear the puppy? (To Lucy.) 

Hea. It is time to clear up all miſtakes. | 

Sir Cha. Now for it. 

Hea. Miſs Harriet, Sir, was not deſtin'd for you. 

2 Cla. What do you ſay, Sir? | 

 Hea. That the young lady hes fir d heraſfeQtions up- 
on another. 8 

. Cla. Upon another ? 

Sir Cha. Yes, Sir, another: —That 18 Engliſh, Sir, 
and you may tranſlate it into French, if you like it better. 

Z. Cla. Vous Etes bien . Ha, ha! | 
Sir Cha. Ay, ay, ſhow your teeth, you have nothing 
elſe for it—But ſhe has fix'd her heart upon another, 
I tell you. 

T. Cla. Very well, Sir, extremely well. 

Sir Cha. And that other, Sir, is one to whom you 
owe great reſpec. 

Z. Cla. I am his moſt reſpectful humble ſervant. 

Sir Cha. You are a fine youth, my ſweet nephew, 
to tell me a ftory of a cock and a bull, of and 
the young lady, when you have no more interelt is her 
than the Czar of Muſcovy 

Y. Cla. ( ſmiling.) But my dear uncle, don't 
this jeſt too (ar I ſhall begin to be uneaſy. ye. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, I know your vanity : You think 
now that the women are all for you young fellows. — 

Z. Cla. Nine hundred ænd . in a thouſand, 
I believe, uncle: Ha, ha, ha! 

- Sir Cha. You'll make a damn'd fooliſh figure by and 
by, Jack. 

Y. Cla. Whoever my precious rival is, he muft pre- 
pare himſelf for a little humility; for be he ever fo 
mighty, my dear uncle, I have that in my pocket will 
lower his top-ſails for him. {Searching his — 7 

Sir Cha. * what's that? 

2. Cla. A fourteen pounder only, my uncle — 
A letter from the lady. (Takes it out of = ) 
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Sir Cha. What, to you? . ers 
Y. Cla. To me, Sir — This moment receiv'd, 


and overflowing with the tendereſt ſentiments. 

Sir Cha. To you? | 

Y. Cla. Moſt undoubtedly. She reproaches me 
with my exceſſive modeſty. There can be no miſtake. 

Sir Cha. What letter 1s this he chatters about ? 

| (To Heartly.) 

Hea. One written by me, and dictated by the young 
lady. | 
Sir Cha. What! ſent by her to him? 


Hea. I believe fo. . | 
How the devil 


Sir Cha. Well, but then 
Mrs Lucy ! ——Eh !—— What becomes of your fine 
ſtory ? | 

2 I don't underſtand it. 

Hea. (hefitating.) Nor——I— 

. Cla. But I do,—and fo you will all preſently.— 
Well, my dear uncle, what! are you aſtoniſhed, petrify'd, 


you BY annihilated ? 
Sir Cha. With your impudence, Jack !——But Pl 
ſee it out. IVE; ; 
Enter Miſs Harriet. 


Miſs Har. Bleſs me, Mr Heartly, what is all this 
muſic for in the next room ? | 

Z. Cla. I brought the gentlemen of the ftring, 
Mademoiſelle, to convince you, that I feel, as I ought, 
the honour you have done me——{/powing the letter.) 
But for Heaven's ſake, be ſincere a little with theſe good 
folks: they tell me here that I am nobody, and there is 
another happier than myſelf; and for the ſoul of me, I 
don't know how to believe them.— Ha, ha, ha 

Sir Cha. Let us hear Miſs ſpeak. 

Miſs Har. It is a moſt terrible taſk ; but I am com- 


pre- Wpell'd to it, and to heſitate any longer wou'd be inju- 
r fo rious to my guardian, his friend, this young gentleman, 
will ¶ and my own character. 7 | 


Z. Cla. Moſt judicious, upon my ſoul. 
Sir Cha. Hold your tongue, Jack. 
= Cla. I am dumb. | 
i/s Har, You have all been] in an error My 
Vel. I, 9 5 Miſi 
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13 may have deceived you—My heart never 
2. Cla. C'eſt vrai. 
Miſt Har. Therefore, before 1 declare my ments, 
it is proper that I diſavow any engagement: But at 


the ſame time muſt confeſ 


Y. C. Ho—ho!— _ 

Mi Har. With fear and ſhame confeſs 
. XL. (ia. Conrage, Mademoiſelle ! 

Miſs Har. That another, not you, Sir, has gain'd a 
power over my heart. _——( T2 V. Clackit.) 

Sir Cha. Another, not you; mind that, Jack. Ha! ha! 

Miſe Har. It is a power indeed which he deſpiſes.— 
T'cannot be deceived in his conduct. Modeſty may tie 
the tongue of our ſex, but filence in him n N 
only from contempt. 

Sir Cha. How prettily ſhe reproaches me — Ill 
foon make it up with her. 

Miſs Har. As to that letter, Sir, your error there is 
exculcable ; and I own myſelf in that particular a little 
blameable. But it was not my fault that it was ſent 
to you; and the contents muſt have told yon, that it 
could not poſſibly be meant for you. (7% Y. Clackit. ) 

Sir Cha. Proof pofitive, Jack: Say no more. Now 
is my time to begin.—-Hem !—hem !—Sweet young 
lady !—hem !—-whoſe charms are fo. mighty, ſo far 
tranſcending every thing that we read of; in hiſtory or 
fable, how could you poffibly think that my ſilence pro- 
cceded from contempt ? Was it natural or prudent, think 
you, for a man of fixty-five, nay, juſt entering into his 


ſxty-fixth year 


T. Cla. 0 Miſericorde i What, is my uncle my rival! 
Nay then I ſhall burft, by Jupiter !— Ha! ha! ha! 

Miſs Har. Don't imagine, Sir, that to me your age 
is any fault. 

Sir Cha. (Boauing.) You are very obliging, Madam. 

. Miſs Har. Neither; is it, Sir, a merit of that extraor- 


| dinary nature, that I ſhould ſacrifice to it an inclination 
which I have conceived for another. 


Sir Cha. How 1s this ? 
T. Cla. Another! not you—mind that, uncle. 
. es mores range. taco 
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7. Cla. Proof poſitive, uncle - and very paſitive, _ 
Sir Cha. 1 have been led into a miſtake, Madam, 
which I hope you will excuſe ; and I have made myſclf 
very ridiculous, which I Powe I ſhall forget :—Aud fo 
Madam, I am your humble ſervant. This , young 
lady has ſomething very extraordinary about her. 

Hea. What 1 now ſee, and the remembrance of what, 
is paſt, force me ta break filence. | e 

Y. Cla. Ay, now for it. Hear him hear him.— 

Hea. O my Harriet I too muſt be diſgraced in my 
turn.—Can you think that I have ſeen and convers'd 
with you unmov'd Indeed I have not.——The more I 
was fenſible of your merit, the ſtronger were my motives 
to ſtifle the ambition of my heart. But now I can no 
longer reſiſt the violence of my paſſion, which caſts me 
at your feet, the moſt unworthy indeed of all your ad- 
mirers, but of all the moſt affectionate. | 

Y. Cla. So, ſo, the moon has changed, and the grown 
gentlemen begin to be friſky. | 

Luc. What, my maſter in love too I'll never truſt 
theſe tye-wigs again. (Afde.) 

Mi Har: =— 40 my hand to Sir Charles and 
this young 8 The one accuſes me of caprice, 
the other of ſingularity.— Should I refuſe my hand a 
third time {/m-iling), I might draw upon myſelf a more 
ſevere reproach ;—and therefore I accept your favour, 
Sir, and will endeavour to deſerve it. 

Hea. And thus I ſeal my acknowledgments, and from 


henceforth devote my every thought, and all my ſervices, 


to the author of my happineſs. ( Xifes her hand.) 

* Luc. Since matters are ſo well ſettled, give me 
© leave, Sir, to congratulate you on your ſucceſs, 
* and my young lady on her judgment.—You have my 
* taſte exactly, Miſs; ripe fruit for my money: when 
vit is too green, it ſets one's teeth on edge; and when 


' © too mellow, it has no flavour at all.“ 


Sir Cha. Hold your tongue, you baggage, (75 
* Lucy.)'—Well, my dear diſcreet nephew, are you ſa- 


tisfied with the fool's part you have given me, and play'd.. 


yourſelf, in the farce? 
T. Cla. What would you have me ſay, Sir? Iam too 
much a philoſopher to fret myſelf becauſe the wind 
C 2 which 
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| which was eaſt this morning is now weſt.— The poor 
F rl in pique has kill'd herſelf, to be reveng'd on me; 
7 ut nn Sir, I believe Heartly will be curſed mad 
N 8 have me live in his neighbourhood, —A. word to the 
KF | e. 
* Sir Cha. Thou haſt a moſt incorrigible vanity, Jack, 
3nd nothing can cure thee. —Mr Heartly, I have ſenſe 
| enough, and friendſhip enough, not to be uneaſy at your 
4 buappineſs. 

Hea. I hope, Sir Charles, that we ſhall ſtill continue 
to live as neighbours and friends. For you, my Har- 
riet, words cannot expreſs my wonder or my joy; my 
future conduct muſt tell you what a ſenſe I have of my 
happineſs, and how much I ſhall endeavour to deſerve it. 


| 

ö 

| For ev'ry charm that ever yet bleſs'd youth, 
Accept compliance, tenderneſs, and truth; 
| My friendly care ſhall change to grateful love, 


And the fond huſband ſtill the Guarpian prove. 
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Written by Mr GAR RIC R., 
And ſpoken by Mr WooDWARD, 


P precede the piece hin mouraful verſe; 
As undertakers——=walk before the herſe; 

Whoſe doleful march may ſtrike the harden'd mind, 

And wake its feelings: for the dead behind. 

To- night no Granted ſcenes from France we ſhow, 

"Tis Engliſh——Engliſh, Sirs !——from top to toe. 

Tho' coerſe the colours, and the hand unſkill'd, 

From real life our little cloth is fill'd. 


C 3 
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The hero is a youth, — y fate deſign'd 
| For culling ſimples ; —but whoſe — ſtruck mind, 
. 2 ale — rule, nor his indentures bind. 
3 there is where ſuch young Quixotes meet; 
call'd the SPOUTING- 1 B. — a glorious treat! 
y . What "prentic'd kings—alarm the gaping ſtreet! ! 
4 There Brutus ſtarts and ſtares by midnigh . 
Who all the Day enacts——a woollen- 
There Hamlet's ghoſt ſtalks forth with doubl'd 6ſt, 
Cries out with hollow voice, ** Lift, Lift, o Lift 
And frightens Denmark's prince—a young tobacconiſt.. 
The ſpirit too, clear d from his dea 
Riſes a baberdaſher to the ſight! 
Not young attorneys have this rage withſtood, 
But change their pers for TRUNCHEONS, ink for BLOOD; ; 
And (ſtrange reverſe !)—die for their country's good. 
To check theſe heroes, and their laurels crop, 
To bring em back to reraſon——and their shor, 
Our author wrote,—O you Tom, Dick, Jact, Vill! 
Who hold the balance, or who  gild the pill 
Who wield the yard, and ſimp' ring pay your court, 
And at each flouriſh ſnip an inch too ſhort ! 
N not your ſhops; there thrift and profit call, : 
ilſt here young gentlemen are apt to fall! [Bell rings.] 
But ſoft ! the prompter calls !—brief let me be 
Here groans you'll and ing apples ſee, 
Be damn'd, perhaps. —F Remember me. 


white, 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I, Enter WrnGarTE and Simon. _. 


WinGATE. 
AY nay, but I tell you I am convinced know 
it is ſo—And fo, friend, don't you think to trifle 
with me: —I know you're in the plot, you ſcoundrel; 
and if you don't difcover all, 'll— 


1 Sim. Dear heart, Sir, you won't give a body time. 
F- Win. Zookers! a whole month miſſing, and no ac- 


} count of him far or near—Wounds ! 'tis unaccountable 
- _— 23 friend don't you pretend 
- m. Sir,. — you're ſo main paſſionate, you won't 
let a body ſpeak. 257 


Win. Speak out then,—and don't ſtand muttering. 
— What 
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Why don't you ſpeak out, you blockhead? 
Sim. Lord, Sir, to be ſure the gentleman is a fine 
ung gentleman, and a ſweet young gentleman—but, 
ck-a-day, Sir, how ſhould I know any thing of him? 
Win. Sirrah, I ſay he could not be prentice to your 
maſter ſo long, and you live fo long in one houſe with 
him, without knowing his haunts and all his ways 
=_ then, varlet, what brings you here to my houſe ſo 
=} aces . | 
Sim. My maſter Gargle and I, Sir, are ſo uneaſy 
about un, that I have been running all over the town 
ſince morning to inquire for un ;—and ſo in my way, I 
thought I might as well call here— | 
in. A villain, to give his father all this trouble 
And ſo you have not _e- any thing of him, friend ? 
Sim. Not a word, Sir, as I hope for ; tho”, 
as ſure as you are there, I believe I can — what's 
come on un. As ſure as any thing, Maſter, the gyp- 


ſies have gotten hold on un ;—* and we ſhall have un 


come home as thin as a rake, —like the young girl in 
© the city, —with living upon nothing but and 
vater for ſix - and- twenty days. 


Win. The gypſies have got hold of him, ye block- . 


head !—Get out of the room—— Here you, 

Sim. Sir | | 

Min. Where are you going in ſuch a hurry ?=—Let 
me ſee ; what muſt be done? A ridiculous numfkull, 


; with his Remances, and his Od Paper, and 
gn of raſcals not worth a groat we et. ſtone 
buckles, and cocking his hat ;—TI never wear ſtone 
buckles—never cock my hat—But, zookers, I'll not 
put myſelf in a paſſion.— Simon, do you ſtep back to 
your maſter, my friend Gargle, and tell him I want to 
fpeak with him—Though 1 don't know what I ſhould 
ſend for him for——a ſly, flow, heſitating blotkhead ! 
——he'll only plague me with his phyſical cant and his 
rex Why don't you go, you booby, when I 

id you ? 
Sim. Ves, Sir "1  [ Exit. 
Vin. This fellow wil be the death of ati 


— 1 oe 2 


with his damned Cafanders and Cloppatras and trum-- 
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I can't ſleep in my bed ſometimes for him. Au ab. 
ſurd infignificant raſcal——to ſtand in his own light} 
Death and fury, that we can't get children, with- 
out having a love for em I have been turmoiling for 
the fellow all the days of my life, and now the ſcoun- 
drel's run away Suppoſe I advertiſe the dog, and 
promiſe a reward to any one that can give an account of 
him —— Well, but, ——why ſhould 2 away my 
money after him ? —— why, as I don't ſay what reward, 
I may give what I pleaſe when they come Ay, but 
if the villain ſhould deceive me, and happen to be dead, 
hy then he tricks me out of two ſhillings my 
money's flung into the fire——Zookors, I'll not put 
myſelf in a paſſion —— let him follow his noſe——'tis 
nothing at all to me what care I !—— What do you 
come back for, friend? 
5 Re-enter Simon. 
Sim. As I was going out, Sir, the poſt came to the 
door, and brought this letter. | 
Win. Let me ſee it The gypfies have got hold of 
him! ha! ha! what a pretty fellow you are! ba! ha! 
Why don't you ſtep where I bid you, Sirrah ?— 
Sim. Yes, Sir. [ Exit. 
Win. Well, well,—I'm reſolved, and it. ſhall be ſo 
I advertiſe him to-morrow morning, and promiſe, 
if he comes home, all ſhall be forgiven ?!—And when the 
blockhead comes, I may do as I pleaſe—ha ! ha! I may 
do as I pleaſe !—Let me ſee :—He had on-—a filver- 
loop'd hat ;—1I never liked thoſe vile filver loops :—A 
filver-loop'd hat j—and—and—Sligikins, what ſignifies 
what he had on?: I'll read my letter, and think no 
more about him. Hey ! what a have we here? 
[mutters to himfelf.] Briſtol —— a——-what's all this? 
« Efteemed Friend, ne! 
« Laſt was 20th w/timo, ſince none of thine ; which 
« will occaſion brevity. The reaſon of my writing to 
« thee at preſent, is to inform thee, that thy ſon came 
« te our place with a company of ſtrollers, who were 
taken up by the magiſtrate, and committed as vaga- 
% bonds to jail. | ry | 
Toookers ! I'm glad of it—a villain of a fellow! Let 


« .<& 
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4 ſes; but out of the eſteem I bear unto thee, I have 
% taken thy boy out of confinement, and ſent him off 


« ago. He is confi to thy addreſs; being the 
« needful from thy friend and ſervant, - * 
« ERbeeneezor Broadbrim.” 


ſcoundrel, raſcal—turn'd ftage-player !—PÞ'll never ſee 
the villain's face. Who comes there? 
Enter Simon. 


are over: Here he is, Sir, —— 


Win. Let him come qn—and do you go down ſtairs, 


you blockhead.— [Exit Simon, 
Euter Gargle. | | 
Win. So, friend Gargle——Here's a fine piece of 
work——— Dick's turned vagabond.— 


Gar. He muſt be put under a proper regimen di- 
realy, Sir—He arrived at my houſe within theſe ten 
minutes; but in ſuch a*trim—He's now below ſtairs 
I judged it proper to leave him there tall I had prepared 
you for his reception. — 

Win. Death and fire ! what could put it into the vil- 
lain's head to turn buffoon ? 

Gar. Nothing ſo eaſily accounted for: Why, when 
he ought to be reading the Diſpenſatory, there was he 
conſtantly reading over plays, and farces, and Shake- 

are. 
A Ay, that damn'd Shakeſpeare I hear the fel- 
low was nothing but a deer-ſtealer in Warwickfhire,— 
Zookers, if they had hanged him out of the way, he 
would not now be the ruin of honeſt mens children. 
But what right had he to read Shakeſpeare I never 
read Shakeſpeare!/—Wounds ! I caught the raſcal my- 
ſelf reading that nonſenſical play of Hamblet, where the 
prince is keeping company with ſtrollers and vagabonds : 
A fine example, Mr le! 

Gar. His diſorder is of the malignant kind, and my 


daughter has taken the infection from him—Bleſs my 
heart !—ſhe was as innocent as water- till he f 8 


ber :—fL found her the other night in 
5: | 1. 


I am ſorry thy lad ſhould follow ſuch profane cour-. 


for your city in the waggon, which left this four days 
Wounds ! what did he take the fellow out for ?—a, 


Sim. I met my maſter on the way, Sir ;—our cares 
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Win. Zookers l you don't ſay fo ! — caught her in 
the fact | 

Gar. Ay, in the very fact of reading a play-book in 
bed. 

Win. O, is that the fact you mean?—Is that all? 
tho? that's bad enough. 

Gar. But I have done for my young madam :—I 
my confined her to her room, and locked up all her 
books. 

Win. Look ye, friend Gargle, I'll never ſee the vil- 
lain's face :—Let him follow his noſe, and bite the 
bridle. — 

Gar. Lenitives, Mr Wingate—lenitives are proper- 
eſt at preſent :!—— His habit requires gentle alteratives : 
but leave him to my management ;——about twenty 
ounces of blood, with a cephalic tincture, —and he may 
do very well. 

Win. Where is the ſcoundrel ? 

Gar. Dear Sir, moderate your anger, and don't uſe 
fuch harſh language 

Win. Harſh language Why, do you think, man, 
I's call him a ſcoundrel, if I had not a — for him ? 
Lou don't hear me call a ſtranger a ſcoundrel. 

Gar. Dear Sir, he may 36 the hoy 
has very good ſentiments.— 

Vin. Sentiment — a fig for ſentiment 3 let him 
get money, and never miſs an apportunity—lI never 
miſſed an opportunity ; got up at five in the morning, 
—ſtruck a light—made my own fire—worked my fin- 
ger's ends—and this war For of a fellow is going his 
own way— With all my heart—what care I —Ilet him 
follow his noſe—let him follow his noſe—a ridiculous 

Gar. Ay, ridiculous indeed, Sir—Why, for a long 
time paſt, he could not converſe in the language of com- 
mon fenſe.——Aſk him but a trivial queſtion, and he'd 
give ſome cramp anſwer out of ſome of his plays that 

ad been running in his head ; and fo there's no under- 
ſtanding a word he ſays —— 

in. Zookers! this comes of his das compan 
with wits, and be damn'd to *em — on 1 1— 
Wits! a fine thing indeed —ha! hal *Tis the moſt 
beggarly, raſcally,—contemptible thing on —— 

ar. 
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Gar. And then, Sir, I have found out that he went 
three times a- week to a ſpouting- club. 

Win. A ſpouting- club, friend Gargle What's a 
ſpouting - club? 

Gar. A meeting of *prentices and clerks, and giddy 
young men, intoxicated with plays; and fo they meet 
in public-houſes to act ſpeeches; there they all neglect 
buſineſs, deſpiſe the advice of their friends, and think 
of nothing but to become actors. 

Win. You don't ſay ſo !—A ſpouting-club! wounds, 
I believe they are all mad. 

Gar. Ay, mad indeed, Sir. Madneſs is occaſioned 
in a very extraordinary manner :—the ſpirits lowing in 
particular channels— 

Win. *Sdeath, you're as mad yourſelf as any of 
them.— 

Gar. And continuing to run in the ſame ducts —— 

Win. Ducks ! damn your ducks. —— Who's below 
there? | 

Gar. The texture of the brain becomes diſforder'd, 
and [ Wingate walks about unea/tly, and Gargle follow: ] 
thus, by the preſſure on the nerves, the head is diſturb- 
ed, and ſo your ſon's malady is contracted. —— 

Win. Who's without there? Don't plague me ſo, 
man. | 

Gar. But I ſhall alter the morbid ſtate of the juices, 
correct his blood, and produce laudable chyle.— - 

Win. Zookers, friend Gargle, don't teaze me ſo— 
Don't plague me with your phyſical nonſenſe—Who's 
below there? Tell that fellow to come up. * 
Gar. Dear Sir, be a little cool Inflammatories 
wy be dangerous. Do, pray, Sir, moderate your paſ- 
ions. 
Win. Prithee be quiet, man — I'll try what I c:n 
do Here he comes. 
| Enter Dick. 

Dick. Now, my good father, what's the matter?“ 

Win. So, friend, —you have been upon your travels, 
have you ? You have had your frolic ?Look ye, 
young man, — I'll not put myſelf in a paſſion :—But, 
death and fire, you Tcoundrel,—what right have you to 
k plague 
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gue me in this manner? Do you think I muſt 

in love with your face, becauſe I am your father ? 
Diel. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind “. 

Win. Ha! hal —what a pretty figure you cut now? 
ha! hal— Why don't you ſpeak, you blockhead ?— 
Have you nothing to ſay for yourſelf ?— 

Dick. Nothing to ſay for yourſelf ?!>—_What an old 
prig it is | | : 


in. Mind me, freend—1 have found you o 
fee you'll never come to go Turn ſtage-player ! 
| Wounds, you'll not have an eye in your head in a month 
—ha! ha! ouw'll have 'em knocked out of the 
ſockets with withered apples—remember I tell you ſo. 
Dick. A critic too! [whiſtles,) Well done, old 
ſquare-toes —— * | 

Win. Look ye, young man—take notice of what I 
ſay :—I made my own fortune, and I could do the ſame 
_ Wounds! — if I were placed at the bottom 
of Chancery-Lane, with a bruſh and black-ball,—I'd 
make my own fortune again You read Shakeſpeare! 
—get Cocker's Arithmetic—you may buy it for a ſhil- 
(ling on any ftall—beſt book that ever was wrote. 

f Dick. Pretty well that ;—ingenious, faith !—Egad, 
the old fellow has a pretty notion of letters. 

Win. Can you tell how much is five eighths of three 
fexteent hs of a pound Five eighths of three fſixteenths 
of a pound—Ay, ay, I ſee you're a blockhead.— Look 
ye, young W gd” you have a mind to thrive in this 

world, ſtudy figures, and make yourſelf uſeful—make 
_ yourſelf uſeful. —- | . 

Dick. How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable, 
ſeem to me all the or of this world. | 

Win. Mind the ſcoundrel now. 

| Gar. Do, Mr Wingate, let me ſpeak to him—ſoftly, 
foftly—TI'll touch him gently. ——Come, come, young 
_ lay aſide this ſulky humour, and ſpeak as becomes 
a ſon. 

Dick. t O Jephtha, judge of Iſrael, what a treaſure 
hadft thou! | | 

Win. What does the fellow ſay ? 
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Gar. He relents, en * young n: 
he*ll forgive. 6 

Dick. * They fool me to the top Mey bent.—Gad; 
I'll hum 'em, to get rid of em -A truant diſpoſition, 
good my lord: — No, no, ſtay, that's not — 1 
have a better ſpeech.——** f It is as ſay—when we 
« are ſober, and reflect but ever ſo little on our follies, 
we are aſhamed and forry ; and yet the very next mi- 
« nute, we ruth again into the very fame abfurdities,” 

Win. Well ſaid, lad, well ſaid mind _ friend : 
Commanding our own paſſions, and artfully taki _ 
vantage of other people's, is the ſure road to 
Death and fire !—but I won't put myſelf in a — 

— Tis my regard for you makes me fpeak ; and if I 

tell you you're a ſcoundrel, tis 8 * W 

Dick. Without doubt, Sir. [Stiff 

Win. If you want any _ you ſhall het 
Have you any your pocket ha! ha! 
What a ridiculous numſk . — now? —ha ! ha !— 
Come, here's ſome money for Pulls ont. hir mo- 
ney, and looks at it.) —T'll give it to you another time 
and fo you'll mind what 1 ſay to you, N ach her 
ſelf uſeful for the future. *' - 

Dick. t Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian nnd 

Win. Zookers, you blockhead, you'd better ſtick. to 


your buſineſs, than turn buffoon, and get truncheons 


broke upon your arm and be tumbling upon carpets. 
Dick. || 1 ſhall in all my beſt obey you, Sir—— 
iu. Very well, friend —— very well ſaid-—you 
may do very well if you pleaſe ; and ſo I'll ſay no more 
to you, but make yourſelf uſeful; and ſo now go and 
clean yourſelf, and make ready to go home to your bu- 
lineſs——And mind me, young man, —let me fee no 
more play-books, and let me never find that you wear a 
lac'd waiſtcoat —— you ſcoundrel, what right have you 
to wear a lac'd waiſtcoat?— I never wore a lac'd waiſt. 
roat — never wore one till I was forty——But I'll not 
myſelf in a paſſion —go and change your dreſs, friend. 
Dick. I ſhall, Sir 
Vor. I. D I 


» Hamlet, + Suſpicicus Hufband, 1 Richard ll. 
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I muſt be cruel, only to be kind,. 

Thus bad begins, but worſe remains behind. 
Cacker's arithmetic, Sir? 

Vin. Ay, Cocker's arithmetic Study figures, and 
they'carry you through the world : 
"Dick. Gay _ Citing a laugh. J Cocker's arithme. 
os 0 a [ Exit. 
Wingate and Ga 3 
Win." Let him mind we, friend gle, and I'll make | 

a man of him. N 

Gar. Ay, Sir, you know the world the young man Wi 
will do very well wiſh he were out of his time; he 
ſhall then have my daughter — 

Min. Ves; but T'll touch the caſh—he ſhan't finger 
it during my Ufe.—1 muſt keep a tight hand over him 
[ Goes to the door]! Do you hear, friend —mind what 
Iſay, and go home to your buſineſs immediately —— 
— Gatgley PI make a man of him. | 

Enter Dick. 

Discl. + Wh. call'd on Achmet : Did not Barba- 
roſſa require me here? 

in. What's the matter now? —Baraſſa . Wounds! 
what's Bareſſa ? Does the fellow call me names? 
What makes the blockhead ſtand in ſuch confufion ? 
Diet. That Barbarofla ſhould ſuſpe& my truth! — 

Vin. The fellow's ſtark ſtaring mad Get out of 
the room, you villain, get out of the room. 

Gar. Come, come, young man, every thing is <aſy ; 
don't ſpoil all again go and change your dreſs, 
and come home to your bulineſs.'—Nay, nay, be ru- 
led by-me— — [ Thrufſts him off. 

. Win. I'm very peremptory, friend Gargle : if he 

vexes me once more, I'll have nothing to ſay to him— 

Well, but now I think of it I have Cocker's arith- 

metic below ſtairs in the counting-houſe—I'll ſtep and 

get it for him, and ſo he ſhall take it home with him. 
iend Gargle, your ſervant. 

Gar. Mr Wingate, a good evening to vou Vo 
ſend him home to his buſineſs— 

Vin. He ſhall follow you home directly. Five eighths 
of three ſixteenths of a pound! multiply the nume- 
rator 


Hamlet. t Birbarofſ» 
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rator by the denominator; five times ſixteen is ten times 


eight, ten times eich is eighty, 2 
one. | w | 


" Eater Dick and Simon. x 

Sim. Lord love ye, maſter I'm ſo gud you're 
come back —Come, we had as good &'en gang ben de 
my maſter Gargle's 

Dick. No, no, Simon, ſtay a e is bot 
a ſcurvy coat I have on—and I know my father has al- 
ways ſome jemmy thing lock'd up in his cloſet—I know 
his ways—He takes em in pawn for: he*ll * 
with a ſhilling without ſecurity. 

Sim. Huſh ! he'll hear us ſlay, 1 believe he's co - 
ming up ſtairs. 2 


Dick. [ Goes to. the dior. and Hen, J. No, abate 


+ he's going down, growling and grumbling—ay,—lay ye 
bridle— 


ſo? „ Scoundrel, raſcal Let him bite the 

« Six times twelve is ſeventy- two. All's ſafe, man, ne- 
ver fear him Do you ſtand en {ball Gipatch this 
buſineſs in a crack. —— gt em 

Sim. Bleſſings on him! what is he about ROW 2—.— 
why, the door is locked, maſter— _ 

Dick; Ay, but J can eafily force. the.lock—you that 
ſce me do it as well as any Sir John Brute of em all 
this right leg here is the beſt lockſmith in a 
ſo [ ferces: the door, and goes in.! 

Sim. He's at his plays again—Qdds my heart, he's 
a rare hand—he'll go through with it, I'll warrant him 
— Old Cojer muſt = ſmoke that I have any concern— 
I muſt be main cautious—Lord bleſs his heart, he's to 
teach me to act Scrub. He begun with me Jong ag 
and I got as far as'the Jeſuit before a went out of town: 
« * Scrub Coming, Sir. — Lord, Ma'am, I've a 
«©. whole packet full of news—ſome ſay one thing, and 
ſome ſay another; but, for my part, Ma am, I ber 
« lheve he's a — eg * 
o be't a Feſuit.” | +; is | | 

AZ inten Dick. 
Dick. + I have done the deed—Didt a8 not hear 


a noiſe? a 
Sim. No, maſter; we're all fag eln 

D 2 8 4 1 * ; 
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+ Dick. This coat will do charmingly—1 have bilked the 
old fellow nice In a dark corner of his cabinet, 
1 this paper; what it is the light will ſhow. * 

promiſe to pay ha- 

„ we promiſe to pay to Mr 33 or order, on de- 
mand i bj; bard—a note of bi t More — the fum 
of ſeven pounds fourteen —_ and ſeven pence, value 
received by me 


is name 
of—becauſe the note is paid. — 
Sim. O lud! dear Sir, you'll ff 
were well out of the houſe— Our 
to make off directly. — 
Dirt. I will, L nt but firſt help me on with this 
you ſhall be my dreſſer — you'll be fine 


London, this 15th Janie 175 ri wanting what 


follow but tis torn 


e 
| way, maſter, is 


n 
and happy behind the ſcenes.— 


Sim. O had. it will be main pleaſant. —I have been 
behind th ſcenes in the country, when I hv'd with the 
man that ſhow'd wild beaſtices— - 
- Dich: Hark ye, Simon, — when I am playing ſome 
Ceep tragedy, and Þ eleave the general ear with horrid 
eee 
1 r- en : 
l Ard when Th 
ick. And when Sand comedy, muſt be 
_ to l out ng com dy, you n I hall 
be very otderolt - Ea 
Sim docks me, Sir. 
Diel. Very well: now run down and open the rect 
door 3 PB follow you in a crack. -» 
Sim. I am gone to ſerve 3 
Dick. 4 To Flavor thyſe „ look ye, Si imon, 
n claim” thou 2 me the care o the 
wardrobe; with all thoſe moveables, N 
man now ftands poſſeſt.— 
Sim. O lud! _ is s charming—Hoſh I am gone. 


7-43 (Going: 
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Dick. Well, but hark ye, Simon, come Hitler 
* What money have you about youy be N 
Sim. But a teſter, Sir. 4 sf) 2oT » 
Dick. A teſter !——That's : fomething of the ea 
Maſter Matthew—let's ſee it. js 
Sim. You have had fiſteen Gnyediies 6. 1 64 2 

Dick. Never mind that——P'l pay = all at _— 
nefit — _ 

Sim. I don't doubt that, Maſtersbut mum. — 

Dick, /o/us. 
f Thus far we run before the wind. An apothe-- 
cary !— make an apothecary of me! What, cramp- 

my my geadus over a peſtle and mortarz or mew me up in 
a ſhop with an alligator ſtuſt, and a beggarly account of 
empty boxes !—to be culling ſimples, and co | 
adding to the bills of mortality! No! no! It v 
be much better to be paſted up in capitals, The part e 
Romeo by a young gentleman, who never appeared on any 
Vage before ! My ambition fires. at the thought 
But hold, —mayn't ” run ſome chance of failing in my 
attempt !—hiſſed, —pelted, — laughed at; — not admitted 

o the Green- room That wil never do— ¶ Down, 
buſy devil, down, down Try it again.—Lov'd by the 
women, envy'd by the men, of by the, N 
clapp'd by the gallery, admir'd by the boxes. 
« colonel, is not he a charming creature? 4 My lord, 
don't you like him of all things ??—— Makes love 
„ like an angel! —“ What an eye he has !———fine 
„legs! II certainly go to his benefit.“ 
Celeſtial ſounds ! 2 _ ll get in with all the 

ters, and have myſ elf in ev int-ſhoj 

in the character of Micke I Fern hs 2 r 2 
[Stands an attitude.) In the ESE of 
« Give me another horſe, bind up my wounds — This 
will do rarely And then, L have a chavee of: gets ng 
well married glorious thought ane ar 2 
t's- 


I will enjo it, though but in r 

o' clock oy muſt. be almolt nine. Away, at 3 
this is elub· night Egad il go to em for a — 
the ſpouters-are all met—httle think they. I'm in ton: 
12 D 3 —they' nt 


. Every man in his humour + Richard III., 
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Be fi d to ſee me Of I go; and then 
for my 2 le's daughter 
0 Pool 9 lock d up; but I ſhall find 


5 means toifettle matters for her eſeape—She's a prett 


nius—If ſhe. flies to my arms like a haw 
it will be ſa rare eee and ſo 
ic lan incident :* | 


«theatrical 


to it 


3 —— 
Limb do your office, and fi Fra me well; 
Dear me to ber, Ne 
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Seen! L. Dibeve =——__ the pgs 


e (OURS be ir fenate, curs'd your 
conftitution 3, * 
The citſe of growin 2. bon nd divifions | 

yex-y C 
115 e, Dov' "you think think his action a little e con- 
0 70 Men: Pita "you lockhead, don't you know that 


Pm in 
Rn. Blockhead, fay ye ?—Was not I the firſt 


char tank, compaſſion on you, when you lay Hke a fneak- 


ing &llow undder the counter, and fwept your maſter's 
Kop'in a Nn H ? when you read nothing but the 
= Man Pocket Companion, ar the True ClerPs va- 


255 id not I put eren in your 


g! n gt t net 
e gentlemen, tet us N no Uifpures 
855 gentlemen, t ee is the Honourable Society of 
ende, and J, ut an en& to all animoſitics, 
the ferent Bod! 


this fociety. 1025 
2 member reads, | 

2 at buſineſs, want of money; bah not be re: 
n * ceived 
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© ceived as an excuſe for non-attendance ; nor the anger 
© of parents or other relations; nor the complaints af 
© our maſters be ever heard; by which means this ſo- 
* ciety will be able to boaſt its own- mimic-heroes, and 
© be a nurſery of young actorlings for the ſtage, in ſpate. 
of the mechanic genius of our friends.“ 


* Pref. That is got the rule I mean: but come, 


-* we'll ll a meaſure the table round Now good di- 
geſtion wait on appetite, and health on both. 
All. Huzza, huzza, hus 2a | : 
« Preſ. Come, tlemen, let us have no quarrels. 
+ All. Huzza, huzza !'—— | | 
are Come now, I'll gee you a touch of Mac 
1/} Mem. That will be rare. Come let's have it. 


Scotch. What doſt leer at, mon ?—I have had mukle 


applauſe at Edinburgh, when I enacted in the Re 


E t» 
ceede,—and I now intend to do Macbeth 1 feed = 


degger yeſterneet, and I thought 1 ſhould ba',killed 
every one that came im my way 
Iriſhman. Stand out of the way, lads, and you'll ſee 
me give a touch of Othollo, my dear [ Takes the cork 
and burns it, and blacks his face.} The devil burn the 
cork—it would not do it faſt enough. | 
% Men. Here, here, III lend vou a helping hand. 


[Blacks him.] 
| ' [Kncching at the dear. | 
2d Mem.. + Open locks, whoever knocks. 
Enter Dick. | I 
Dick. 4 How now, ye ſecret,. black, and midnight 
| hags -—what is't ye do?: | pd 
Al. Ha] the genius come to town—Huzza, huzza! 
1 t mie nen Jt | | 
Dick. How fare the honeſt partners of my heart ?— 
Jack Hopeleſs, give us your hand Guilderſten,  your's 
—Ha!. Roſeneroſe Gentlemen, I rejoice to ſee ye 
But come, the news, the news of the town! Has any 


= been damn'd?—Any new performers this winter? 
ow often has Romeo and Juliet been ated Come, 


my bucks, inform me; I want news. —— 


Men. You ſhall know all in good time But 


Macbeth. I Ditto. $. Ditto, 
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Nur my dear boy, how was it Lou play'd at 

let's. hear. ; 

2d Mem. Ay, let's have it, dear Dick. 

Dicl. Look ye there no. Let's have it, dear bog 
and dear Dick. IE 

1 Mem. Nay, nay, but how was you receiv'd ?— 

Dick. Romeo was my part I touch'd their ſouls 
for 'em—Every pale — from the wells was there; and 
fo on I went — But rot em, never mind them What 
bloody ſcene has Roſcius now to act? 

5% Men. Several things—But, Genius, why did you. 
come to us ſo late be MAY did. not you come in the be- 
ginning of the night? 

Dick. Why, I intended it: But who ſhould I meet 
in my way but friend Catcall, a deviliſſi critic ? 
—and ſo he and I went together and ha ——_ 
to I cloſe the orifice of the ſtomach, you Know: nd 
what do you think I learn'd of him? 

7 Mem. 1 can't ſay. f 

Dick. Can you tell, now, whether the EA. ſhould 
be laid upon the epitaph g or the ſub/tantive ? | 

»/> Ment. Why, no.— 

Dick.. Ever, while you live, lay your emphaſis upon 
the epitap h. A? 

. 45 Arrah, my dear, but what is that ſame epitaph 


"Dick [| Arrah, my dear Couſin Macſhane, won't you 
put a remembrance upon me 
Triſb. Ow ' but is it mocking you are ?—Look ye, 
my dear, if. you'd be taking me off, —don't you call 
it taking off? — by my ſhoul I'd be waking you take 
ourſelf off What? if you're for being obſtropo- 
us, I would not matter you three ſkips of a flea— - - 
Dick. Nay, prithee, no offence—T hope we ſhall be 
r 
Iriſh. Ow! then wel * very good 8 400 8 

know two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 
Scotch, Locke is certainly reet in his chapter aboot 
innate ideas; for this mon is born without 1 

an 


* Suſpicious Huſdand. T Richard III. Every man 
in- his Humour. 5 By miſtake for epithet. | Stratagerm« 
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and the other mon yonder, I doot, is no greet heed. 


ece.— | exit | 
& Dick. What do you intend to appear in? 

Iriſh. Othollo, my dear: let me alone; you'll fee 
how I'll bodder em— Though, by my ſhoul, myſhelf 
does not know but I'd be frightened when every thmg 
is in a hub-bub, and nothing to be heard, but . Throw 


« him over — ! Over with him'”—<« Of, off, off the 


« ſtage” . Muſic''—« Won't y' ha' ſome orange- 
© chips?” —< Won't y' ha' ſome nonpareills ? O. 
but may be the dear craturs in the boxes will be luck- 
ing at my legs—Ow ! to be ſure—the devil burn the 
luck they'll give em. | 

Dick. I ſhall certainly laugh in the fellow's face. — 

Triſh. Ow! never mind it—let me alone, my dear— 
May be I'd fee a little round face from Dublin in the 
pit, may be I wou'd ; but then won't I be the firſt 
gentleman of my name that turn's ſtage- player My 
couſins. would rather ſee me ſtarve like a gentleman, with 
honour and reputation—Myſhelf does be aſham'd when L 
think of it. | | 248] , 4 

Scotch. Stay till you hear me give a ſpecimen of clo- 
cution. 

Diet. What, with that impediment, Sir? 

Scotch. Impeediment! what impeediment? I do not 
leeſp—do 1?—1I do no ſqueent—E am well leem'd, am 


Iriſb. By my ſboul, if you go to'that, I am ag welt 
timber d myſelf as any of them, and ſhall make a figure 


in genteel and top comedy 
Scotch. I'll give you a ſpecimen of Mockbeeth. — 
Triſh. Make hafte, then, and I'll begin Othollo — 
Scotch. Is this a dagger that I ſee before me, &c. 
Friſh. [cllaring bim] “ Willain, be ſure you prove 
my love a whore, Ac. 
{ Anather member comes forward with his face pe- 
dered, and a pipe in his band.] b 
EI am thy father's ſpirit, Hamlet 


ghoſt. — 
Mem. I intend to make my firſt appearance in it for 
all 


* Othello. 


Dick. Po! prithee, you're not fat enough for a 
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all that: only I'm puzzled about one thing] want to 
know, when I come on firſt, whether I ſhould make a 
bow to the audience ? 


. Dick. Why, if you are the ghoſt of a gentleman, make | 


a bew by all means. 

Another Mem. Now, gentlemen, for the true way 
of dying—[ ſpreads a blanket ]—now for a little phrey- 
©. zy—[ Repeats a dying ſpeech, and rolls himſelf up iu 
« the blanket. ] —* . 

[Watch 10071 the ſcenes ; —Paſt five o*clock, cloudy 
, morning 

Dick. Hey! nA five o'clock—'Sdeath, I ſhall miſs 
my appointment with Charlotte“ I have ſtaid too 
long, and I ſhall loſe my proſelyte.—Come, let us ad- 

urn.— 

3 All. Ay, let us ſally forth.— 
ib. With all my heart; though I ſhould have bod- 
| | der'd *em finely if they had Raid. 


{ Scotch. I ſhould have ſheen'd in Mockbeeth——but 
= never meend it I'll go now to my friend the book- 
VM ſeller, and tranſlate Cornelius Tacitus, or Grotius de 
= Jure Belli And ſo, gentlemen, your ſervant.— 

| « All. Huzza, hnzza! 


Diet. + We'll ſcower the watch—Confufion to mo- 
I rality— Damm the watch, and I wiſh the conſtable were 
1 | - married —— Huzza, huzza— 
1 Iriſb. A my ſhoul, myſhelf did not care if I had a 
wife, with a good fortune, to be hindering me from 
going on-—But no matter—I may meet with a willing 
« cratur ſomewhere— [Exit finging.” 
All. Huzza, huzza !— | es 
SCENE, A Street. 
Enter a Watchman. 
Paſt five o'clock, cloudy morning. Mercy on us— 
all mad I believe, i in this houſe, — They're at this trade 
| three nights in the week, I think Paſt five o'clock, 


a cloudy mornin 
All. Huzza [avithout. 1 
Watch. What in the name of wonder are they all at? 
Hurra, hurra, without. Enter the Spouters. 
Dick. 1 Angels and miniſters of grace defend us! P 
I 


Venice Preſer wd. f Sir John Brute, 4 Hamet. 
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I Mem. * By heaven's, I'll tear you joint by joint, 
aud ſtrew this hungry church-yard with your limbs. 

Dick. + Avaunt, and quit my fight—thy: bones are 
marrowleſs —— There's no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, that 
thou doſt glare withal. 

Watch. Prithee don't diſturb the peace — 

A Mem, f Be ſure you write him down an aſs. 

Dick. 5 Be alive again, and dare me to the deſart 
with thy pole take any ſhape but that, and my firm 
nerves ſhall never tremble | | 

Watch. Soho! ſoho! 

Enter Watchmen from all parts, ſome drunk, fome cough- 
i 3 &c. 

zd Watch. What's 2 there ?— 

iſt Watch. Here are the diſturbers of the peace 
I charge 'em all . 

Dick. | Unmanner'd ſlave, advance your halbert high- 
er than my breaſt, or by St Paul I'll ſtrike thee down, 
and ſpurn thee, beggar, for this inſolence.— 

[ They fight ; Dick is knocked down. Exeunt Watch- 
men 1 bt ing the reſt. 
Dick. © , +6 it; it will do; Egad I'll matte 
my eſcape now O I am Fortune's fool — [ Exit. 

| Re-enter Watchmen, &c. 

Watch. Come, bring em along | 

1// Mem. ** Good rufftans, hold a while 

2d Mem. ++ I am unfortunate, but not aſham'd of 
being ſo. | 

Watch. Come, come, bring em along. [ Exeunt, 

SCENE, Another Street. 
Enter Dick, with a lanthorn and a ladder. 

All's quiet hear; the coaſt's clear; - now for my ad- 
venture with Charlotte — This ladder will do rarely for 
the buſineſs though it would be better if it were a lad- 
der of ropes—But hold ; have not I ſeen ſomething-like 
this on the ſtage ?—yes I have, in ſome of the enter- 
tainments——Ay, jt I remember an apothecary, aud 
hereabout he dwells—— This is my maſter Gargle's ;— 
being dark, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut= What, ho! apo- 


thecacy! 
Romeo. + Macbeth. + Much ado about Nothing. 
$ Macbeth. Richard. T Romeo. Revenge. 


1 Oioonoko, t Romeo, 


be but quiet, and I'll come down to you 


* ä - > * 0 * 
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thecary! But ſoft, —what light breaks through yon- 
der window?— It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun ; arife, 
fair fun, &e. 
Char. Who's chere? my Romeo ? 
Dick. The ſame, my love, if it not thee difpleaſe.— 
Char. Huf! not fo loud; you'H waken ar cu father 
Dick. * Alas! there is more peril in thine 
Char. Nay, but prithee now—1 tell you you Pon all 
— What made you ſtay ſo long ? 
Dick. + Chide not, my fair, but let the god of love 


laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart— 


Char. As I am a living ſoul, youll ruin ev'ry thing; 

[ Going. 
Dick. No, no, not ſo faſt— Charlotte —let us act the 

garden- ſcene firſt 
Char. A fiddleſtick for the 8 . 
Dick. Nay, then Pl act l go, neck or 


nothing. 
Char. Dear heart, you're was. ih — en a body 
out of one's wits—Don't come you there's 


no occaſion for the ladder I have 2 every thing 
with Simon, and he's to let me through the ſhop when 
he opens it. 

Dick. Well, but I tell you I would not give a far- 
thing for it without the ladder; and fo, up I go. 

| Enter Simon at the door. 

Sim. Sir, Sir; Madam, Madam 

Dick. Prithee be quiet, Simon I am aſcending 
the high top-gallant of my joy 

Sim. An't pleaſe you, maſter, my young miſtreſs 
may come through the ſhop I am going to ſweep it 
out, and ſhe may eſcape that way faſt enow 

Char. That will do purely And fo do you ftay 
where you are, and prepare to receive me 

[Exit from above. 

Dick. No, no, but that won't take—you ſhan't hin- 
der me from going through my part - [ gozs wp] T A 
woman, by all that's lucky—neither old nor crooked — 
In I go [ g9e5 in and for fear of the purſuit of the 
family, I'll make ſure of the ladder. 

Siu. 


* Romeo, f Fair Peniteut. f Suſpicious Huſband. 
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Sim. Hiſt, hiſt, maſter—leave that there, to ſave me 
from being ſuſpeted—— - _ | 

Dick. With all my heart, Simon - 
a Exit from above. 

Sim. alone. Lord love him, how comical he is 
It will be ſine for me, when we're playing the fool to- 
gether, to call him brother Martin. * Brother Mar- 


66 tin.” 
Enter Charlotte. ; 
Char. O lud! I am frighted out of my wits; where 
is he ö 
Sim. He's a- coming, Ma'am—{calls to him] Bro- 
« ther Martin.” - 
Enter Dick. 


Dick. + Cuckold him, Ma'am, by all means I'm 
your man. X 

Char. Well now, I proteſt and vow, I wonder how 
you can ſerve a body ſo Feel with what a pit a- pat 
action my heart beats 

Dick. t Tis an alarm to love Quick let me ſnatch 
thee to thy Rameo's arms, &c. 

Watchman behind the ſcenes. Paſt fix o'clock, and a 
cloudy morning. —— 

Char. Dear heart, don't Jet us ſtand fooling here— 
As I live and breathe, we ſhall both be taken—Do, 
Heaven's fake, let us make our eſcape. IP 

* Watch. Paſt ſix o'clock, a cloudy morning 

* Char. It comes nearer and nearer ; let us make off 

Dick. Give us your hand, then—my pretty little ad- 
venturer, I attend you. x 
$ Yes, my dear Charlotte, we will go together, 

Together to the theatre we'll go, 5 


There to their raviſh'd eyes our ſkill we'll ſhow, 

And point new beauties—to the pit below. 

Sim. Heav'ns bleſs the couple of em But mum. 
[ Exit, and ſhuts the door after him. 

Enter Bailiff aud his Follower. 
Bail. That's he yonder, as ſure as you're alive 
Ay, it is—and he has been about ſome miſchief here. 
Fol. No, no, that an't he—that one -wears a laced 
Vor. I. E | coat 


® Stratagem. Suſpicious Fulband, Old Batchelor. 
S Vide Diſtreſsd SF oa | f 
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coat—though I can't ſay—As ſure as a gun, it is he— 
Bail. Ay, I fmoked him at once Do you run that 
way, and ſtop at the bottom of Catherine-Street ; I'll go 
up Drury-Lane ; and between us both it will be odds if 
we miſs him. h [ Exeunt. 
| Enter Watchman. 
Watch. Paſt fix o'clock, and a cloudy morning 
Hey-day! what's here? a ladder at Maſter Gargle's 
window? I muſt alarm the family —— Ho! Maſter 
 Gargle— {| Knocks at the door.) BR 
Gargle above. What's the matter ?—How comes this 
window to be open: Ha !—a ladder! Who's be- 
low there? * , 
1/t Watch. I hope you an't robb'd, Maſter Gargle ? 
Is I was going my rounds, I found your window 
open. | > 
Gar. I fear this is ſome of that young dog's tricks— 
Take away the ladder; I muſt inquire into all this 


© 6 [ Exit. 
Enter Simon like Scrub. 
Sim. Thieves! murder! thieves ! 'Popery ! — 
Watch. What's the matter with the fellow ! 
Sim. Spare all I have, and take my life— 
Watch. Any miſchief in the houſe ? 


Sim. They broke in with fire and ſword—they'll be 


here this minute—five and forty. This will do char- 

mingly; my young maſter taught me this. Aſide. 
. What, are Hors — in the houk: : 
Sim. With ſword and piſtol, Sir—five and forty. 

Watch. Nay, then 'tis time for me to go;—for, may- 

| hap, I may come to ha? the worſt on't 

- [Exit Watchman. 


3 | Enter Gargle. 
Sar. Dear heart! dear heart —ſhe's gone, ſhe's gone! 
Ay daughter! my daughter What's the fel - 
low in ſuch a fright ſor? | 

Sim. Down on your knees—down on your marrow- 
bones (This will make him think I — nothing 
of the matter Bleſs his heart for teaching me) 
Down on your marrowbones.— 1 e * 
. 4 ar. 


® Vide Stratagem. 
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Gar. Get up, you fool, get up——Dear heart, I'm 


all in a fermentation. 
Enter Wingate, reading a news-paper. 

« Wanted, on good ſecurity, five hundred pounds, 
4 for which lawful intereſt will be given, and a good 
« premium allowed. Whoever this may ſuit, inquire 
« for 8. T. at the Crown and Rolls in Chancery- 
« Lane.” —— This may be worth looking after, —1'll 
have a good premium—lf the fellow's a fool, Pll fix 
my eye on him — Other people's follies are an eſtate 
to the man that knows how to make himſelf uſeful —— 
So, friend Gargle—you're up early I ſee—nothing like 
riſing early—nothing to be got by lying in bed like a 
lubberly fellow What's the matter with you ?—ha, 
ha! you look like a—ha, ha! | 

Gar. Ono wonder—My daughter, my daughter 

Win. Your daughter! —what ſignifies a foolith girl? 
Gar. Oh dear heart, dear heart !—out of the window. 

Win. Fallen out of the window ! Well, ſhe was 
a woman, and 'tis no matter—if ſhe's dead, ſhe's pro- 
vided for. Here, I found the book—could not meet 
with it laſt night ——Here it is—there's more ſenſe in 
it than in all their Macbeths and their} trumpery 
(reads )—Cocker's Arithmetic — Look ye here now, 
friend Gargle ;—ſuppoſe you have the ſixteenth part of 
a ſhip, and I buy one fifth of you, what ſhare of the 
ſhip do I buy ? 

Gar. Oh dear, Sir, 'tis a melancholy caſe 

Win. A melancholy caſe indeed, to be ſo ignorant — 
Why ſhould not a man know every thing? One fifth 
of one ſixteenth, what part have I of the whole? Let 
me ſee— I'll do it in a ſhort way | 

Gar. Loſt beyond redemption 7 Dp 

Vin. Zookers, be quiet, man, you put me out 
Seven times ſeven is forty-nine, and fix times twelve is 
ſeventy-two,—and—and—and—a—Here, friend Gar 

le, take the book, and give it that ſeoundrel of a fel - 


W. 


Gar. Lord, Sir, he's returned to his tricks 


Win. Returned to his tricks What - broke looſe - 


again ? | 
Gar. Ay, and carried off my daughter with him. 
E 2 Win. 


52 THE APPRENTICE. 


Win. Carried off your daughter — How did the 
raſcal contrive that ? 

Gar. Ob, dear Sir————the watch alarmed us a 
while ago, and I found a ladder at the window—ſo I 
ſuppoſe my young madam made her eſcape that way.— 

Win. Wounds ! what buſineſs had the fellow with 
your daughter ? 

Gar. I wiſh I had never taken him into my houſe— 
He may debauch the poor girl 

Win. And ſuppoſe he does —— ſhe's a woman, an an't 
the ? Ha, ha! friend Gargle, ha, ha! 

Gar. Dear Sir, how can you talk thus to a man di- 
ſtracted? 

Win. I'll never ſee the fellow's face. 

Sim. Secrets, ſecrets! * 

Nin. What, are you in the ſecret, friend 

Sim. To be ſure, there be fecrets in all families 
but, for my part, I'll not ſpeak a word pro or con till 
there's a peace. 

Min. You won't ſpeak, firrah!—DPl make you ſpeak 
——— Do you know nothing of this numſkull ? 

Sim. Who I, Sir?—He came home laſt night o_ 
your houſe, and went out again directly.— 

Min. You ſaw him then 

Sim. Ves, Sir—faw him to be ſure, Sir— He made 
me open the ſhop-door for him—he- ftopp'd on the 
threſhold, and pointed at one of the clouds, and aſked 
me if it was not like an onzel + ?— 

Wir. Like an ouzel—Wounds ! what's an ouzel ? 

Gar. And the young dog came back in the dead of 
night to ſteal away my daughter. 

Win. I'll tell you what, friend Gargle—1I'Il think no 
more of the fellow—let him bite the bridle l' go mind 
my buſineſs, and not miſs an opportunity. 

Gar. Good now, Mr Wingate, don't leave me in this 
affliction—Conſider, when the animal-fpirits are pro- 
perly employed, the whole ſyſtem's exhilarated, a pro- 
per circulation in the ſmaller ducts or capillary veſſels— 

Win. Look ye there now— the fellow's at his ducks 
in, ha, ha! . 

Gar. But when the ſpirits are under — 
MO 


ide Stratagem. + Hamlet. 
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Win. Ha, ha! what a fine fellow you are no .- 
you're as mad with your phyſical nonſenſe, as my for 
with his Shakeſpeare — Ben Thompſen— — 

Gar. Dear Sir, let us go in queſt of him—he ſhalt 
be well phlebotomized; and for the future II _ his 
ſolids and fluids in proper balance— 

Min. Don't tell me of your ſolids—1 tell — he'll 
never be ſolid-—and fo TH go and mind m 
Let me ſee, where is this chap? Read] Ay, uy; at ay, at 
the Crown and Rolls —— Good morning, friend Gar- 
3 plague 3 yourſelf about the numſkull—ftudy 
ctions, man; vulgar fractions will carry you through 
the world; arithmetical proportion is when the antece · 
dent and conſequent it 14 ( Goh. 
Enter a 8 ; 

Win. Who are you, pray? — what do yu want? 

Por. Is one Mr Gargle here? 

Gar. Ves Who wants him ?— | 

Por. Here's a letter for you. | 

Gar. Let me ſee it. O dear heart [Read 
« To Mr Gargle at the Peſtle and Mortar.“ Slidi- 
Eins, this is a letter from that unfortunate young fellow. 

Win. Let me ſee i it, Gargle.— 

Gar. A moment's patience, good Mr Wingate, and 
this may unravel all [Read. Poor young man!— 
his brain is certainly turned I can't — 
tail of it 

Win. Ha, he !—yow're a pretty 1 — it me, 
man — I'll make it out for r his- 8 ſure 
enough Reads.) 

, To Mr Gargley &e--- „Annen | 1 

«© Moſt potent, grave *, and reverend doctor, my 
very noble and approv'd good maſter: that I have 
ta'en away your daughter, it is moſt true; true, 1 will 
* marry her :— + tis true tis pity, and pity ?tis"*tis- 
“true. What in the name of common ſenſe is all 
this ?—< f I have done your ſhop ſome ſervice, and you 
* know it; no more of that— yet I could wiſh, that 
« at this time I had not been this thing. 5. What.can 
the fellow mean ?—* For time || may have yet- one fa- 

E 3 ; | e ted. 
® Othello, 

$ Mourning Bride. | | Di : ' þ COIs 


Min. Let the fellow go and be hang'd 
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« ted hour to come, which, wing'd with liberty, oy 

<«. overtake occaſion paſt.” -——Overtake occaſion paſt ! 
Time and tide waits for no man « I expect re- 
4 dreſs from thy noble ſorrows— Thine and my poor 
4 country's ever. R. WII Sar.“ 
Mad as a March hare! I have done with him 
22 ſtay till the ſhoe pinches ; a crack - brained num 

! 

Por. An't pleaſe ye, Sir, v reg —_— is 
a little beſide himſelſ He took me here by the: 
collar, and called me . me prove his 
wife a whort Lord help him, I never ſee'd the gen- 
tleman's ſpouſe in my born -days before. 

Gar. Is ſhe with him now ?. 

Por. I believe ſo— There's a likely young woman 
with him all in tears — 

Gar. My daughter, to be ſure— 


Wounds ! 
I would not go the length of my arm to ſave the villain 
from the gallows. Where was he, friend, when he gave 
you this letter ?— 

Por. I fancy, Maſter, the gentleman's under trou- 


bles——1 brought it from a unging-houſe. 


Hin. From a ſpunging-houſe 
- Por. Yes, Sir, in Gray's-Inn Lane. 
Vin. Let him lie there; let him a 


ö Of it 


— Do, my dear Sir, let us ſtep to bim 
in. No, not I; let him ſtay there This it is to 
.—. a  genius—Ha, ha !—a genius !-—ha, ha -a ge- 
nius is a fine thing indeed !—ha, ha! [ Exit. 
Gar. Poor man he has certainly a. fever on his ſpi- 
rits Do you ſtep in with me, honeſt man, till I ſlip 
on my coat, and then III go after this unfortunate boy. 
Per. Yes, Sir; — tis in Gray*s-Inn Lane. [ Exeurt. 


Scene, A Spung 32 houſe. Dick ard Bailiff at a table, 
7 


and Charlotte /itting in a diſconſolale manner by him. 
Bail. Here's my ſervice to you, centleman— 
Don't be uneafy—the debt is not m ſhy do 
you look ſo fad ?— 
„ f Diet. 
® Venice Preſeru d. f Othello, 
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Dick. Becauſe * captivity has robb'd. me of a juſt 
and dear diverſion. 

Bail. Never look ſulky at me—1 never uſe any body 
ii Come, it has been many a good man's ot 
Here's my ſervice to you But we've no liquor Come, 
we'll have t'other bowl— 

Dick. + I've now not fifty ducats in the world—yet 
ſtill I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin.— 

e What do you fay ?—You've fifty ſhillings, I 
Dial. t Now, thank heav'n, I'm not worth a 
Bail. Then there's no credit here, I can tell you that 

You mult get bail, or go to Newgate Who do 

you think is to pay houſe-rent for you ?—You ſee your 

friends won't come near you They've all anfwer'd 
in the old cant I've promiſed my wife never to be 
bail for any body; or, „I've ſworn not to do it;“ 
or, I'd lend you the money if I had it, but defire 

% to be excuſed from bailing any man.” The porter 

you juſt now ſent will bring the ſame anfwer, I war- 

rant. Such poverty- ſtruck devils as you ſhan't ſtay 
in my houfe—you ſhall go to guad, I can tell you that— 
[ Knocking at the door. 

Bail. Coming, coming, I am coming—I ſhall lodge 
you in Newgate, I promiſe you, before night Not 
worth a t !—you're a fine fellow to ſtay in a man's 
houſe—You ſhall go to gued. Exit. 

Dick. Come, clear up, Charlotte, never mind this 
Come, now—let us act the priſon- ſcene in the Mourn- 
ing Bride— 

Char. How can you think of acting f. when 
we're in ſuch diſtreſs ya NE 

Dick. Nay, but my dear angel— 

Enter Wingate and Gargle. 

Gar. Huſh! Do, dear Sir, let us liſten to him—I 

dare ſay he repents— ' | 
Min. Wounds !—what cloaths are thoſe the fellow 
has on ?!——Zookers! the ſcoundrel has robbed me.— 

Dick. Come, now we'll practiſe an attitude Ho 
many of em have you? 

Char. Let me ſee—one—two—three—and then in 

the 


* Mourning Bride, + Venice Preſerv'd, Ditto. 
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2 act, and then — 0 gemini, I have tet at 
Dick. That will do ſwimmingly—I've a round dozen 
myſelf Come, now begin—You fancy me dead, and 
I think the ſame of you—Now mind— | 

' | [ They land In attitudes. 

Vin. Only mind the villain. — 

Dick. O thou ſoft fleeting form of Lindamira !— 

Char. Illuſive ſhade of my beloved lord 
. + She lives! ſhe ſpeaks! and we ſhall {till be 

— | | 

Win. You he, you villain, you ſhan't be happy.— 

[ Knocks him down. 

Dick. Con the ground.) | Perdition catch your arm, 
the chance is thine. — 

Gar. So, my young madam—T have found you 

in.— 

"lie 5 Capulet, forbear; Paris, let looſe your hold 
She is my wife—our hearts are twin'd together. — 

Win. Surah! villain ! I'll break every bone in your 
body | [ Strikes. 

Dick. \| Parents have flinty hearts; no tears can move 
*em : children muſt be wretched —Tear not our heart- 
firings thus ; they ſtrain, they crack O what a pity tis 
there are no ſcene-drawers to lift me - 

Win. A ſcoundrel, ts rob your father :, you raſcal, 
I've a. mind to break your head. t 

* Dick. © What, like this? [ Takes off his wig, and 
© ſhews two patches on his head.] 

Win. Tis mighty well, young man—Zookers! I 
made my own fortune ;. and I'll take a boy out of the 
Blue-coat hoſpital, and give him all I have—Look ye 
here, friend Gargle—you know I'm not a hard-hearted 
man—the ſcoundrel, you know, has robb'd me ; ſo, 
d'ye ſee, I won't hang him——T'll only tranſport the 
fellow And ſo, Mc Catchpole—you may take him 
to N ewgate.— . b 

Gar. Well but, dear Sir, you know I always intend- 
ed to marry my daughter into your family ; and if =_ 

| ; et 


Romeo and Juliet. + Ditto. Richard III. 
5 Romeo. Ditto. I Barxbaroſſa. 
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let the young man be ruined, my money muſt all go in- 


to another channel. — 

Win. How's that !—into another channel! 
not loſe the handling of has money Why, I told you, 
friend Gargle, I'm not a hard-hearted man,— 

Gar. Why no, Sir—but your pathons—However, if 
you will but make the young gentleman ſerve out the 
laſt year of his apprenticeſhip, you know I ſhall be gi- 
ving over, and I may put him into all my practice.— 

Win. Ha, ha!—Why—if the blockhead would but 


get as many crabbed phyſical words from Hypocrites 


and Allen, as he has from his nonſenſical trumpery,— 
ha, ha!—1 don't know, between you and I, but he 
might paſs for a very good phyſician.— 

Dick. * And muſt I leave thee, Juliet 

Char. Nay, but prithee now have done with your 
ſpeeches. ——You ſee we are brought to the laſt diſtreſs, 
and ſo you had better make it up.— Ade to Dick. 

Dick. Why, for your ſake, my dear, I could almoft 
find in my heart— 

Win. You'll ſettle your money on your daughter ?— 

Gar. You know it was always my intention.— 

Win. I muſt not let the caſh flip through my hands 
( Afide.) Look ye here, young man I am the beſt- 
natured man in the world How- came this debt, 
friend? | | 

Bail. The gentleman gave his note at Briftol, I un- 
derſtands, where he boarded —tis but twenty pounds. 

Win. Twenty pounds! Well, why don't you ſend to 
your friend Shateſpeare now to bail you ?—ha, ha! I 
ſhould like to ſee Shateſpeare give bail—ha, ha !—Mr 
Catchpole, will you take bail of Ben Thompſon, and 
Shakeſpeare, and Odyſſey Pope? 

Bait. No ſuch people have been here, Sir—Are they 
houſe-keepers ? | 

Dick. + You do not come to mock my miſeries ?— 

Gar. Huſh, young man, you'll ſpoil all—Let me 
ſpeak to you How is your digeſtion ? 

Dick. t Throw phyſic to the Pl none of it 

Char. Nay, but dear Dick, for my ſake— 

Win. What ſays he, Gargle ? 5 

ar. 


Romeo and Juliet. 4 Mourning Bride. . Macbeth 


Muſt 
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Gar. He repents, Sir—he'll reform.— 
Win. That's right lad—now you're right and if 
you will but ſerve out your time, my friend Gargle. 


here will make a man of you. Wounds ! you'll have 
his — and all his money. And if I hear no 
more of your trumpery, and you mind your buſineſs, 


and ſtick to my little Charlotte, and make me a grand- 
father in my old days—egad, you ſhall have all mine 
too— that is, when I'm dead. — 

* Dick. Charlotte—that will do rarely; and we may 
© go to the play as often as we pleaſe. — : 

* Char. O Gemini, it will be the pureſt thing in the 
© world; and we'll ſee Romeo and Juliet every time it 
is ated, — | 

Dich. ©« Ay, and that will be a hundred times in a 
« ſeaſon at leaſt ;—befides, it will be like a play, if I 
reform at the end. * Sir, free me ſo far in your 
* moſt generous thoughts, that I have ſhot my arrow 
© o'er the houſe, and hurt my brother. 

* Hin. What do you ſay, friend ?— 

. © Char. Nay, but prithee now do it in plain Engli&. 

* Dick. Well, well, I will—He knows nothing of 
« metaphors.” Sir, you ſhall find for the future, that 
we'll both endeavour to give you all the ſatisfaction in 
our power — | 

Win. Very. well, that's right—you may do very well. 

Friend Gargle, I'm overjoy'd— 
ar. Cheerfulneſs, Sir, is the principal ingredient 
in the compoſition of health. —— 

in. Wounds! man, let's hear no more of your 
« phyſic. Here, young man, put this book in your 
pocket, and let me ſee how ſoon you'll be maſter of 
vulgar fractions. Mr Catchpole, ſtep home with 
me, and I'll pay you the money You ſeem to be a no- 
© table ſort of a fellow, Mr Catchpole; — could you nab 
« man for me? 

* Catch. Faſt enough, Sir, when I've the writ. — 

* Win. Very well, come along—I lent a young gen- 
© tleman a hundred pounds—a cool hundred he call'd 
© it——ha, ha!—it did not ſtay to cool with him—I 
© had a good premium; but I ſhan't wait a * 
| AR © ior 


Hamlet. 
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© for that — Come along, youg man What right 
© have you to twenty pounds give you twenty pounds! 
© —[ never wasobliged to my family for twenty pounds. 
But I'll fay no more—1f you have a mind to thrive 
in this world, make yourſelf uſeful, is the Golden 
© Rule. | 

My dear Charlotte, as you are to be my reward, I 
© will be a new man.“ 

Char. Well, now I ſhall ſee how much you love me. 

Dick. Tt ſhall be my ſtudy to deſerve you; and fince 
we don't go on the ſtage, tis ſome comfort that the 
world's a , and all the men and women merely 


players. 


Some play the upper, ſome the under parts, 
And moſt aſſume what's foreign to their hearts: 
Thus, Life is but a tragic-comic jeſt, *' 

And all is farce and mummery at beſt. 


: & 
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DRAMATISs PERSONA. 


MEN. 

| 4 Drury- Lane. Edinburgh, 1782. 
Monſieur Le Medicin, Mr Baddeley. Mr Chatteris. | 
Criſpin, + — Mr Dodd. Mr Johuſon. 
Old Gerald, - Mr Parſons. Mr Hollingſworth. 
Young Gerald, = Mr Wheeler. Mr Taylor. 
Simon Burly, - Mr Moody. Mr Simpſon. 
Martin, = © Mr W. Palmer. Mr T. Banks. 

WOMEN. 

Doctor's Wife, — Mrs Bradſhaw. Mrs Charteris. 
Angelica, of Miſs Platt. Mrs Henderſon. 
Waiting Woman, - Mrs Davies, Mrs Mountford. 
Beatrice, 828 Mrs Love. Mrs Kniveton. 


SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Orp GrRAUD and Martin. 


Martix. 

OV are reſolv'd, Sir, to marry, you ſay ? 
O. Ger. I am; and to that end I have ſent my 
ſon to the univerſity, to mind his ſtudy, and be out of 


the way. 


Mar. May I be fo bold, Sir, to aſk the lady's name 
you intend to make your wife? 5 
er. 


— 
hes — 
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2 Ger. Madam Angelica, the French doQor's daugh- 


* Sure, Sir, you're not in earneſt . She's not 
above fifteen; that match, Sir, would be fitter for your 
ſon. 


O. Ger. My ſon! I don't intend that he ſhall marry 
yet theſe ſeven years. 


Mar. But, Sir, conſider well before you marry, that 


theſe are qualities will not agree with an old man's con- 
ſtitution. 


0. Ger. OlS! coxcemb; 1 Am 10 U- But If 1 


was, what then? Age is a 3 never to'be i 
into, but when you are buying horſes. 

Mar. How ! not in marriage, Sir ? 

0. Ger. Not if a man be very rich. 

Mar. Can you believe, Sir, the old doctor her * 
ther, and the gentlewoman her mother, who is a no- 


table, wiſe, governing woman, will beſtow their · daugh- 


ter, and their , heir, upon a man 

0. Ger. Hold your tongue, I ſay :—you are my ſer- 
vant, not my counſellor, I take it, Sir. This is m 
own concern : when I am married, I doubt not but 
ſhall behave myſelf as a married man ought. 

Mar. But if Mr doctor won't conſent to it. 

0. Ger. That I am ſure of; he has promiſed me; 
and he's a man of his word. 

Mar. That indeed is ſomething.— But, Sir, you 
know the wife there wears the breeches; “ and if the 
grey mare be the better horſe, you'll find it difficult 
to beſtride the filly.” 

O. Ger. I know ſhe is a little domineering' but then 
I know too that Mr doctor is a wiſe man. He who 
can cure mad folks, ſcorns to be wife-ridden. 

Mar. See, Sir, here is the doctor. 

Enter the Doctor. | 

Dec. you ganh Monfieur Girarde, bon jour. 

O. Ger doctor, I was coming to ſpeak to you. 

Doc. Comment vous portez vous ?—how you do ?— 
letta me feel your polſe. 

O. Ger. It needs not, Sir. 

Doc. L'autre main t'oder hand, t'oder hand. 

O. Ger. That's not my buſineſs. _ 

Vor. I. F Doc. 


* 
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Doc. Eh, bien! but it is my bus'neſs, et j'entend, 
I underſtande as vell as any phyficien—Aha ! your polſe 
eſt being difordere—very diſordere indeed—Put out a 
your tongue - your tongue, — _ 

O. Ger. No matter for my tongue. 

Doc. Do you ſleep a vell? 

O. Ger. Yes, very well, Sir; but 

Doc. How be your ſtamaque?—avez vous bon appe- 
tite?—you- ave ver good appetite? 

O. Ger. Yes, Mr doctor; but I come 

Doc. You digeſta vell vat you cat ? | | : 

O Gir. Yes, very well ;—but will you hear me, Sir? 

Doc. Et vous avez—you ave all de oder benefite of 
nature? | 

O. Ger. I have em regularly; — but, Mr doctor 

Dec. Ebien donc —may foy! upon my vard—if you 


| eata vell, you ſleepa vell, you digeſta vell, et you ave 


all de oder benefite-of nature—vous u avez pas beſoin— 

ou ave no occaſion for de France phyſicien—— , 
I muſt go viſit my. oder patient dat vanta me. Bon 
jour, Monſieur, bon jour. 

0. Ger. Stay, good Sir, ſtay.— have had patience 
to hear you talk, and to no purpoſe neither; now tis 
my turn to ſpeak, and to ſome purpaſe. 

Doc. Eh! bien !—depechez vous donc make haſte, 
car I am in hafte. No ; 

. Ger. Tis not about my health I came to you; 
tis another affair. | 

Doc. Vat affaire? 

O0. Ger. An affair that you know of. 

Doc. Dat I know of ! — de devil any ting I know of, 

Dec. Vat about my daughtere ? 

©. Ger. About my marrying ber. 

Doc. Helas ! pauvre homme !—is dat all? Begar I 
had tought it had been ſome bus' neſs of conſequence— 
ha, ha, ha! n'eſt ce pas que je vous ay donnez ma pro- 
meſſe? I ave giv'n you my promiſe, marry. her ven 
ever you pleaſe—you ver welcome. 

O. Ger. And have you broke it to your wife? 

Doc. Pourquoi — vat for, Sire — my reſolution is 


her's c' eſt la meme choſe, ſans doute. Oh ventrebleu 5 
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if once my vife ſhould pretend to oontradicta my vill, 
to be ſure the ſhou'd ſoon fee vat fort of metal I be 
make of. No, no;—l tanka my ftar I ave no do- 
meſtick broil en ma famille; my vife ſommite to me in 
ev'ry ting. 
O. Ger. Ay, but, if you . pleaſe, we'll acquaint her 
with it ;-*tis a formality all mothers may expect. 

Doc. Eh! bien donc, I vill call her down for your 
pleaſure —Attendez une peu—T vill call her—mais 
dere is no occaſion/—— Begar I vill call her to you. 


LExit. 

O. Ger. Well Martin, what ſay you now? 

Mar. Why, Sir, I ſee the doctor is your friend; 
ſo far all's well. —But mark the end, I fay Ain. 

Enter Doctor and Wife. 

Doc. Ma chere dame !——my dear a vife ! here is our 
ver good friend, Monſieur Girarde, come on purpoſe to 
ſee you. 

ui ife. Sir, your rams though my huſband's a phy-- 
ſician, I am glad to ſee you're in health. 

Ws + Ger. Speak to her Mr doctor, tell her the buſi - 


Doc. Commencez vous —ſpeaka you firſt. 

0. Ger. No, no; *tis properer for you-— 

Doc. Non, non—you fall ſpeaka much bettre— 
ecoutez !—de lovere ave ver great deal of elocution. 

O. Ger. But you have the authority of a huſband, and 
may without ceremony open the matter to her. 

Doc. Non, non—commencez vous, je dis; you be- 
gin firſt, et you ſall ſee my autorite if ſhe reſiſte. 

Wife. Pray, gentlemen, what's this conteſt about, 
and why was I call'd hither ? 

J. Ger. A fooliſh punctilio of honour, Madam; and. 
fomething—that Mr doctor has to aint you with. 

Doc. Mon Dieu, quelles ſottiſes !—Ma chere dame 
my dear vife !.I don't know how it happen to come 
about ;—mais here is our ver good friend, Monſieur 


3 he has a mind to marry our daughtere, dat is 


O. Ger. Ves, mach upon ſuch terms as few 
parents are diſpleas'd wit 8 may ſcruple my age, 
perhaps 3. 


1 
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perhaps; but when you know I will take her without 
a portion, I hope thee Gauge will be rembel | 

Wife. Hold — Mr Gerald. —— Your ages 
are moſt unſuitable ny young women have been 
ruin'd by ſuch unequal matches. Youth and age cannot 


2 But your huſband, Madam, has giv'n me his 
promiſe. 

Wife. What if he has he gave it without conſide · 
ration, and without my knowledge or conſent; there- 
fore *twas but a half promiſe, Sir. 

O0. Ger. But, Mr doctor, a man of honour ought to 
keep his word, and ſtand to what he ſays. Speak then, 
have you not promis'd me your daughter ? 

Dec. Tis very true ;—I cannot deny it. 
- Wife, How! can you not? we'll talk of that hereaf- 

ter. —— Well, Mr Gerald, promiſe or not promiſe, all's 
one for — I deny ; and that's enough. 

Doc. Mais m te ame !-—ma mignonne !—m 
dear little 3 17 . 

Miß. Wife me no wifes, but hold your fooliſh pra- 
ting.—Sure I know better _ you, what's _—_— for 
our daughter. 
| Dec. Parbleu! elle elt bien — * is in a devil a 
great a paſſion | 

Wife. Set your heart at reſt, Mr Gerald ; you ſhall 
never marry my daughter, that's my reſolution.— will 
not be the jelt of the whole town. Who wou'd not 
ſplit their * to hear a couple of old fools call one 
another father and fon —Away ! for ſhame, for ſhame! 


2 

Mar. Sir! Sir Ar doctor q 

Doc. Vell !—vat you ſay, Sire? 

Mar. If once my wife ſhou'd contradict my will, to 
be ſure ſhe ſhou'd — ſee what ſort of metal I am made 
f thank my ſtars, we have no domeſtick broils; 
my wife ſubmits to me in all things. 
C. Ger. Martin ſays true; this leſſon you read to us 
before you call'd your wife, good Mr doctor. 
Doc. Eh! bien, Monſieur Girarde—it is very true; 
but den it is alſo very true—dis no be . place 
to ſhew my autorite, Je vous dirai—I vill take a 


more 
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more convenient opportunitE to ſpeak vid her—Cepen- 
dant—in the mean time leave it to me—depen upon 
it you fall ave my daughtere—Jeave it to me. 

Mar Yes, Sir, leave it to Mr doctor; be'll do 
wonders. He is a lion in private, but you ſaw be 
was a lamb in public. I fear you had better take the- 
wife's word than the huſband's ;-—'tis plain ſhe rules the 
roaſt. 

Dec. Peace upon your tongue, you dam ſauey jack- 
anape i Parblieu i I ſpeak ayour — | no ſpeak. 
a you—you little naſty great a Hack a dog !—aba k— 
Monſieur Girarde !-—tenez la main-take a my hand; 
depen upon it you fall ave my daughtere.I turna 
my vife neck and heel out a de doore. Attendes ici. 

une peu, et you {all hear me ſcold her comme le diable! 
—out > —— coton !—ventre blue 
Ex matberitfe- 

Mar. Well, Sir, what think you now? 
6. Ger. Why, truly, dartine—hal 4 not that Criſ- 


pin yonder ?: 
an fir, your frees l 
iſ. Sir, your 3 IL am vou. 
Good morrow, Martin. «ghd 
Mar. Good morrow, Criſpin. a 
0. Ger. What cauſe brings you to r 


Criſ. That letter will inform you. 
Coe him 0 letter. 


0. Ser. C Read. ] 

Honoured father, 5 

« Hoping you ere in good health, as I am, thanks- 
on nes a this preſent writing hereof ; this is - 
to let you underſtand, that all my money's: gone 
and my clothes. worn ſo bare, that you may, as the 
* ſaying is, ſee my — through my pocket-holes.“ 
—— * 

Ger. — „wor his hand: 
22 

Criſ. To tell you the plain truth, Sir. I loſt, 1 Know 
not how, my maſter's letter on the road; and baiting at 
a little — it happen d to be at the ſexton's houſe, 
| . there 1 got him to 

write 
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write this letter for me. I know my maſter bent for 
money and clothes ; pray read the reſt. 
2. Ger. No, I have read enough. + 
-' Mer. You Gifted this letter to the fexton, ha! 
Criſpin ? ? 74 * 
Ci, I did eher of that? N 
Mar. Nothing, that the ſtyle is oquent. 
Crif. I think fe. I have — the univerſity 
Rn months for nothing. 
0. Ger. Has my ſon ſpent all his s money in fo hon 
a time? - He has been 
Criſ. Heicou'd-not help it; de was fore'd/to treat at 
his firſt coming, Sir:+—-T ſhall be his ſteward for * 
future, and manage matters better. 
C. Ger. Look you do.——TI have fome bufinefs now; 
yo e hence come home to me. Follow me, 
"1 ee eunt Old Gerald and Martin. 
4 So far all's we If I can ſcrew a ſum 
him, I do my maſter's buſineſs ;. the gentle- 
man muſt not know he's in town, nor muſt my maſter 
know I loſt his letter: O, here he comes. 
Enter Young Gerald. | 
. Ger. I ſent you with my letter to my 2e why 
are you Joitering here? 
Criſ. Tis done, Sir. b 
7. Ger. What's done, Sir? $4 
Erif.. Your. butineſs, Sir, is done effeQually. I met 
your father here, juſt in this place; gave him your let - 
ter :—he read it o'er and o'er; and faid the ſtyle was 
79 admirable z— was. overjoy'd to ſee how the univerfity had 
9 tmprov'd you. Then 1 I made him an eloquent oration, 
AF q to let him ſee-how: I had profited. —— This melted his 
hard heart; made his old eyes twinkle like flames in the 
battom of two ſockets. At laſt he bid me come | 
home to him ſome half an hour hence—by that time, 9 
Sir, the money will be — Zut how durſt you = 
venture abroad by day-light?—Shou'd your father 
Ger. I know it, Crifpin; but as 28 you were 
gone, Angelica ſent her maid to me, and bid me meet 
Ber here. Something of conſequence has happen'd to 
her, and ehe e e e 0 
a the is here. 
7 ; Enter 
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42%3 7 Enter Angelica. 
Y. Ger. My dear Angelica! 5% Mien 
Ang. Mr Gerald, I am glad my maid found you : — 
*twill ſurpriſe you when I tell you, your father is in 
love | | 


Z. Ger. You mock me, Madam. it] 
Ang. No; 'tis too true: he has aik'd me of my fa- 
ther and my mother; offers to ſettle a large jointure on 
me, and marry me without a portion too. Theſe are 
propoſals few parents will refuſe. ; th | 
Z. Ger. Unhappy accident! What's to be done? 
Ang. I will acquaint my mother with our love, and. 
try to make her of our party. Stay hereabouts ; if I 
ſucceed, Beatrice ſhall give you notice. ' 
. Ger. Do, my dear Angelica; and ſucceſs attend 
you. [Exit Angelica. 
Criſ. Well, q 


Of all your father's follies, this is the workt ; IT. 
When old men fall in love, they're ſurely curſt. 


[Exeunt. 
. SCENE, The Laboratery. ; 
$5" by Enter Doctor. 1 : | 
Beatrice ! Beatrice ou etez vous ?—vere: de devil 
are you? | Tt ways 
Enter Beatrice. 


Bea. Here, Sir, here. Yds be $5: , 

Doc. Depechez. vous donc ſee all de ting in ordere 
ici—here—dans la laboratoire; car many virtuoſi vill be 
here, to hear a my lecture - et to ſee de curious diſ- 
ſection of de dead body, dat I expect ev re moment from 
de place of execution | 

Bea. Why do you chooſe this back apartment, at the 
end of the garden? You us'd to do it in the great hall 
formerly. h 15 wt TY 
Doc. Je ne-fcais-pas—I cannot tell my vife vill ave 
it ſo——1 ſay noting at all de body vill be here bien- 
tot—preſently ;-—in. de mean time I vill go to viſite 
ſome of my patients dat are near. Beatrice—Beatrice! 
—qu'avez vous Ia !—yat de devil ave you got dere? 


Dec... | 


| Bea. There, Sit— where? 
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Doc. Vy, dere—under your handkerchief—your little 
tettons, you little devil—aha ! 

Bea. e | 
Doc. Po, po—you fooliſh fill 7 gil you no bluſh 
at all. Beatrice l give you half a crown. you no tella 
3 1 Frangois ! 
me gray dy ee 
e my ſpirit glow ; 

Youth again fall live in pleaſure,. 
And on Cery bliſs beſtow. * | 
Vit your merliton, &c. — 
Je ſuis un bon coq, Beatrice I am ver good cock & 
122 IE EINE NOED 
You ſtrut, and crow, and clap your wings in- 
deed, but all to no purpoſe 3—but you forget your pa- 
tients, Sir. 
Doc. Eh! bien, you ver good girl, pu t me in mind 
of my bus'neſs : as de Give I vill go; — 
back again, | vill bave a little touch at your tettons. 


Exit.. 
Bea. I find all huſbands, old and young, are ftill for 
variety. Well, if ever it be my fortune to one 


who ſerves me ſo—1'll fay no more but that which is 
ſauce for the gooſe ſhall be ſauce for the gander.. 
| Enter Criſpin. 

Bea. Criſpin, what brings — ä 

Criſ. I have been almoſt half an hour banker about 
the back door. —1 ſaw the doctor come forth juſt now, 
and then I ventur'd to lip in. | 

Bea. Secure that door then, while I faſten this, that 
we may not be ſurpriz'd. —— Now what's the buſineſs? 

Criſ. My mafter, poor man, is at his wit's end. 
What Madam Angelica told him about his father has 
_ GiftraRed him. I have a letter for her. | 
Bea. Give it me. — [Criſpin gives ber a letter. 

Criſ Stay, Beatrice, let me look on you a little. — 
What have you been doing to yourſelf?—1I never ſaw. 
you ſo handſome in my life. | 

Bea. Indeed ! 

Crif No, indeed. Thou haſt ftolen ſome of thy la-- 
dy d waſh ;—it can't be natural; come, let —— 
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Bea. Stand off, fool. 
Criſ Now I think on't, I have not had one kiſs 
ſince I came from the univerſity. _ 

Bea. Keep your diſtance, you had beſt; I will not 
make you ſo familiar with me. 4 

Cri. Say you ſo! Hark ye, gentle woman, what 
made you here alone with Mr doctor? This place is 
very private; at a convenient diſtance from the houſe 


too. 
Bea. One who was hang'd this morning is to be diſ- 


ſected here. I muſt ſet every thing in order for it ; 


the body will be ſent in preſently. 
a N [ Knocting at the door. 
Criſ. Here, let me out quickly. 
Doc. (without) Beatrice !—ouvrez la porte—open de 
door. | | [Knock again. 
Bea. What ſhall I do? it is my maſter. * 
Crif. Let me out, I ſay.— ers 
Doc. (without) Beatrice ! = open de door! 


Criſ. What will become of me? | | 
Bea. Here, here, lay yourſelf at length upon this 
table I'll fay you are the dead body ſent from the 


ows. 
Criſ. O Beatrice! 
Bea. No more; do as I bid you. 
CCriſpin /ies at his full length upon the liable. 
Beatrice opens the door, BS 
: Enter Doctor. 3 
Doc. Begar, I tink I am bewitch to-day; I ave ta- 
ken de wrong med'cine—de deyjl take all de med'cine 
in de varld (gives Beatrice a pill box.) Aha! vat is dat? 
Bea. The body from the gallows, Sir. —The fellows 
that brought it won'd not carry it into the vault.- 
Doc. Fort bien—ver vell—let a me ſee—bon, bon. 
( Feels Criſpin) Begar, de body is varm. Parbleu, I 
vill begin de diſſection dis moment, ——( Flings off his 
cloak, &c.) Beatrice, fetch me my amputation knife, 
my inciſion knife, et all de oder inſtrument I ave pre- 
pare in my cloſete. - E 
Bea. But, Sir, your patients expect you now.— 
Doc. J'irai bientot I vill go by and by. » 
eds 
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Bea. But ſhou'd any of them die in the mean time. 

Doc. Allez vous en, et fetch me only my incifion- 
knife — car vile de natural heat remain, I ſall mere ea- 
ſily come at de lacteal vein dat convey de chyle to de 
art, for ſanguification, or de encreaſe of blood. 

Bea. But, Sir, you won't begin the anatomy before 
the doctors come. | 

Doc. Depechez vous—fetch it, I ſay. Vat de devil 
I maſter, you ſervant—n'eſt ce pas? [Exit Beatrice. 

Doc. Upon my vard, he is ver vell ſhape, very good 
viſage—very pretty fellow indeed. —Parbheu, he ave de 
dev'liſh ſharp a toot.——Aha! do I perceive a dat? 
Here is a little lineament, come juſt from de noſe to de 
corner of de mout, ſhew s a dam rogue, ought 
to ave been hang ten years ago. —Begar, I fall ave ver 
much great pleaſure in dis diſſection.— I vill open his 
belly quite from de xiphoid cartilage to de os pubis. — 
Oh Je voudrais bien—I with any of my fellow-phyſicien 
ver here juſt a now—car I voud plainly ſhew dem de cir- 
culation of de blood quite through the ſyſtole to de di- 
aſtole—aha! [ Here the Doctor bends the body of Criſpin 
3 who ſeems fi. ] Begar, I ave conquer him 
at g 


Bea. I have been looking all about, Sir, and cannot 
find your incifion-knife. —— Beſides, Sir, a fine lady 
call'd at the door juſt now, in a great gilt coach, and 
charg'd me to ſend you to my lord's immediately. 

Doc. Ha! vat for? 

Bea. He's dying, Sir; he's dying. 

Doc. Vat ſhould I go for den ? 

Ne You muſt go, Sir; you ſhall go; you are ſent 

Doc. De devil is in de vench! Vell I vill go; mais, 
in de mean time, let de body be carry into de vault. 


; [ Exit. 
Bea. So, joy go with you. 
Criſ. And I, without more words, will be gone im- 
mediately. 
Bea. Whither in ſuch a haſte? | 
Criſ. Whither, with a vengeance ! let me 1 
| ou. 


i le Woe wg % 


— 
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You muſt fetch the inciſion- knive, with a pox t'ye! 
and all the other damnable inſtruments, to rip me up 
alive, and make minc'd meat of me !—— Curſe on his 
{yſtole and diaſtole. | 

Bea. You are miſtaken, Criſpin: when I went out, 
I did not go to fetch the inftruments; I went to hide 
'em here I was ſure he cou'd never find em. 

Criſ. I thought indeed you cou'dn't have the heart to ſee 
a man, who loves you as I do, ſo barbarguſly diſmem - 
ber'd ;—and therefore I lay ſtill. 1 ins 
Bea. Well, ſtay here a while; I'll run and give An- 
ica the letter, and return inſtantly. Stay a little. 
Criſ Yes, in the ſtreet There I ſhall not be in 
danger of his damn'd amputation-knife, with a pox to 
him! 

Bea. Poor Criſpin ! ei 

Criſ. Fear makes me think every thing I ſee an in- 
ſtrument to rip me up from the ſyſtole to the diaſtole. 

Bea. He had a mind to be acquainted with your in- 
ſide, Criſpin. | 

Criſ. The devil pick his bones for't.—I ſhall never 
recover myſelf till 1 get out of this curſed place. 
( Knocking at the door.) Ah! the ſpirit's come again! 
Open the door; I'll ruſh out like a lion. 

Bea. Have a care, or you'll ſpoil all. 

Criſ If the doctor catches me here, he will ſpoil all 
Amputation and inciſion will ſpoil all. 

Bea. Come, lay yourſelf upon the table quickly; he 
has no inſtruments. 

Criſ. Not I; for ought I know, he may have ſome about 
him.— His pockets may be fill'd with knives, pins, 
threads, ſaws, and the devil and all. 

Bea. Well thought on! Here hangs my maſter's 
gown and cap; you ſhall ſtrait put 'em on, and tell him 
you are a phyſician juſt come from the univerſity z and 
underſtanding a dead body was to be diſſected by him, 
came to hear his lecture. 8 

Cri, Give it me then; I'd rather act the doctor than 
the dead body. ( Puts on the gown.) 80 now, I hope 
I need not fear his peeping into my os pubis, with a 
pox to him. | | 

Bea. But if he ſhould find out your ignorance ? 

| Crif. 
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Crif. I'll venture that; the world belies em, or there 
are many phyſicians as great fools as myſelf. —* T have 
good natural parts, Beatrice, if they eſcape but am- 
« putation and inciſion.” | 
Bea. So now I'll let him in.— 

Enter Waiting-woman. 

Wait. Is Mr doctor within 

Bea. No. — 1 
Wait: Why do you deny him to me? There he is. 

Criſ Well, what's your bus'neſs with me, miſtreſs; 


ſpeax.— s ö 

Wait. My lady has loſt her little lap-dog, which ſhe 
lov'd better than any relation in the world. Now, Sir, 
knowing that you are not only a learned phyſician, but 
that you underſtand aſtrology, and the like——- _ 

Criſ. Ay, ay, I underſtand one as well as the other. 

Wait. Therefore, Sir, I brin g you a fee, and deſire 
you to tell me ſome tidings of him. x 
. Crif. Have you brought the dog's water with you? 

Wait. His water? the dog's loſt, Sir. 

Criſ. Loſt—why—ay, what then? 

Bea. The raſcal tumbles confoundedly. Aide.) You 
do not mind, Sir; the dog is not fick, he is loſt. — 

Criſ. O ho—loſt? How long fince he was loſt ? - 

Wait. Two days ago. 4 

Crif. At what hour! 

Wait. At eleven in the morning. 

Criſ. What colour? 

Wait. Black and white. 

e Enough, enough. Beatrice, what's in that 
box there in your hand? Aide.) 

Bea. Some pills my maſter gave me to lay up. 

Criſ. Give me the box. 

Bea. To what purpoſe ? So 

— riſe Hold your peace. (Aſde.) Here, take theſe 

- Wait. For what, an't pleaſe your worſhip ? 

Criſ. Your lady's dog is loſt ? 

Wait. Yes, Sir. 
Cri. And you wou'd find him again? 

. With all my heart. N 

Criſ. Take theſe pills then. 


Wait. 
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ait. Will theſe pills make me find the in? 
Criſ Yes, eertainly - thoſe — ho pk, 
I aſſure you, are of a very ſearching nature, 
88 
Cr If. | as / | 570 u.— k 
Witt There is your fee, Sir If — — 
us to the dog again, you'll have my lady and 
family for your -patients—and ſo your ſervant, Sir 
ſervant, Sir. Exit Waitin . 
Bea. Ha, Criſpin ! is not this better than being a 
dead body: Lou no ſooner commenc'd doctor but 
you got a doctor's fee. Oo WIE * 
Criſ. Two new crown-pieces ; tis a brave trade in- 
deed. — Here a man gets his money eaſily. 
Bea. Hark! ſomebody knocks again. 
\Crif. O Lord! if this ſhou'd be the doctor 
Bea. There's no remedy, you muſt brazen it out. 
: {Opens the door. 
Euter Simon. | 


Sim. Is Mr doctor within? 

Bea. What's your buſineſs? 

Sim. I'd ſpeak with him. 

Bea. 'From whom ? 

Sim. Why from my zelf. 

Bea. Why, do you know him, friend? * - 

Sim. I come to afk him one queſtion, and you aſk 
me a ſcore. | 

Bea. He's not at home to ev'ry body; therefore T 
muſt know. 

Sim. Then I neither know him, nor he me. I pray, 
is he at home to receive money I bring him a fee.— 

Criſ. [advancing forward) Who are you, friend? 

Sim. Why, they call me at our town Simon the In- 
Jant; but my name is Simon Burly. - | 

Criſ. Well, what's your bus'neſs; quick ? 

Sim. I am told you're an aftrologer, -as well as a 
doctor. ä 

Criſ What then? 

Sim. Why then, I queſtion you, an't pleaſe ye, he- 
ther Alice Draper, a young maid in our town, that I 
love, has that love for me again as ſhe pretends to have 

Vor. & G —De- 


— 
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— Becauſe there is an arch attorney's derk that is often 


in her company, and I don't know—— 


Criſ Hold! what kind of a woman is ſhe? . 

Sim. Why, ſhe is a ſprightly, clever, Aut 
wench, with a fine featly face, brown hair, and a ruddy 
complexion; a good crummy laſs, and treads well on 
her paſtons. 

* Sprightly, clever, &c. &c. * on ber 


Sim. Ay, marry does ſhe—— 
Crif. Here, take theſe pills. 
Sim. Pills! 

Crif. Yes, take em. 
Sim. How ! pills! 


You muſt take the number ten, 


Criſ. Yes, pills. 
becauſe of yo 
Sim. I have . 


Cric Go ta, I ſay— they'll purge the head, and clear 
the underſtanding wonderfully. Ours is a ſcience you 
know nathing —— 

Bea. Tell him they are cephalick pills.— 

Crif. Ay, ay,—theſe, Sir, are your ſlivelalick pills, 
but that is heathen Greek to you: if you underſtood 
Latin, I could talk to the purpoſe to you. 

Sim. I am a piece of a ſcollard, I muſt tell you. In- 
telligo, domine, lin Latinam. 5 

Crif. Pho, pho, I know that—but that—that's your 
outlandiſh Latin, —— There are ſeveral forts of Latin; 


 — there's law Latin, prieſt's Latin, and doctor's La- 


tin: as for example —Olo purgatum, phyſicum, vomi- 
tum, gutſoutum—and ſo forth. Our Latin is quite 
another thing from ſchool Latin. 

Sim. I think it may be ſo. 

Criſ. Go, do as I' hid: ye. 

Sim. I had beſt give you your fee, firſt. 

Criſ. Ay, ay that's well conlider'd. 

Sim. Pi 

Criſ. Ay, pille 

Sim. Ten pills. 
Criſ. Juſt — — | 
Sim. * day to ye, Sir. 
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Two crowns and half- a- guinea got already! This is a 
gainful, and no painful trade. | 
| Bea. Learned Mr doctor, I muſt have ſnacks. 
| ws. And ſo thou ſhalt ; there's my laſt fee for thee. 
ou cannot ſay but I deal nobly by you 
[ Gives her the half-guinea. 
Bea. Thank you—this will buy pins. 
[ Knocking at the door. 
Criſ Hark! 


Bea. There's more fees coming. | 

— My heart miſgives me — Ah, what will become 
of me! 

Doc. (without)—Betrice, Betrice ! 

Criſ. Oh Lord! it is the devil himſelf. 

. [Beatrice opens the door. 

| Enter Doctor. 

Doc. My Lord vas dead —ſo dey give me five guiney— 
Ino care—Eh, bien! Beatrice, ave you done evre ting 
dat I ordere ? 

Bea. Yes, Sir.— But, juſt before you, came in this 
gentleman (ſome doctor, I ſuppoſe, of your acquaint- 
ance). I preſume he intends to be preſent at your ana- 
tomy lecture. | | | 

Doc. Sire, do I ave not de honour to know you, you 
be ver vellcome.—I fall not begin my diſſection till to- 
morrow morning, eleven o*clock—den if you pleaſe to 
honour me vid your bon compagnie—may be you ſall 
hear ſometing dat 1s ver curious. 

Criſ. I have heard much, Sir, of your great abilities, 
and ſhall not fail you—for your reputation, Mr doctor, 
is a mari args. oa I may ſay—or as— in fine, I 
will not fail, Sir, to wait on you. | 


with you. , 
Doc. Bientot= by and by—1 ave not done vid Mon- 
ſieur le docteur.— Allez vous en. _ [Exit Beatrice. 


Je vous en prie, Monſieur, letta me conſult you in de 


preſent. 


G 2 buſineſs. 


Criſ The like bo you, Friend. [Exit Simon. 


Bea. Sir, if you pleaſe, my miſtreſs deſires to ſpeak. 


caſe of un malade—a fick perſon, dat is my patient a. 


- Crif. Do me the honour to excuſe me now; I have 


, '. 
—— Em rs — — 


mede I can give in dis caſe. 
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buſinefs'of mighty conſequence, that requires my depar - 
ture inſtantl — eras cents Mr doctor 

Doc. Stay a little—attendew uns peu je vous dirai— 
J fall tells you in two tree vurd Von muſta 2 
dat all vitch he fpit be quite vite - tout 


vite—Now, Sire, in my jugement—dat — 2a 
tome. 


Criſ. Oh to be ſure, Sir; the worſt ſymptom in the 
whole world. 

Doc. Car, you know, pituita alba aqua- inter cutem 
ſupervenit, ſays Hippocrates.— 

Crif. Very true, Hippocrates does ſay ſo indeed. 

Dec. And den, dis you know ver vell de Greek call 
leucophlegmateia. 

Criſ. Lu—c a,—that's right. 

Doc. So den, according to Hippocrates, dis vite ſpit- 
ting, ou pituita alba - eſf une choſe d' extraordinaire 
Det ſhew plainty dat de dropfy will ſucceed. Now, 
Sire, I vou'd fain know, vat you tink de ver beſt re- 


oe Why really, Sir, in this fort of mekidy, or, 
d'ye fee, in any kind of malady of this ſort, that is to 
ſay—in any caſe—which may be—as it were—a—in a 
manner—as IJ may ſay—a caſe of this kind—T don't 
know but that is—T think you may—to be fure—a— 
what think you of a doſe of pills? 

Der. Ha —de piltules! . voud ſpoit all I 
ave been doing. 

Criſs O you miſtake me, Sir; I don't mean, Sir, 
that you ſhow'd give the patient pills. 

Dec. No! what den? 

Cr F only mention' d, Sir, a doſe of pills which I 
top myſelf this morning, which have not yet done 


working, —foree me to leave you ſomewhat 
abruptly. Exit Criſpin. 
De. Mais, Monſieor— 
Enter Wife and Beatrice. 


N. O huſband, huſband ! Ig — 
—have a care—— 
Doc. Of vat, vife ? | 
Wife. Ab, dear huſband, ecards dF de- 
trucküg ſo haſtily. —— * 5 
c. 
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Doc. Vat is de mattre, vife? s:: 
. Wife. Ol that man was a negromancer, a conjurer z 
one that deals in the black art, and raiſes ſpirits. — 
Doc. Comment ſcavez vous cela ?—how you know 
dat ? — 
Wife. Some of my neighbours told me ſo, and bid 
me have à care of him—1 was e almoſt out of 
my wits, —and ſhan't come to myſelt a good while. 

Doc. Po, pol — your neighbour fooliſn filly peoples. 
Parblieu, I believe he vas one dam rogue. —Jernie, if 
be come encate into my parloir, I vill play de devil vid 
him—De pillules !—le diable lL—— - Exeunt. 


Scexr, The Street. 


Enter Old Gerald. 
0. Ger. I am reſolved to bribe Beatrice, and make 
her of my party; ſhe is a notable young witty wench, 
and governs her. young miſtreſs as ſhe pleaſes ; the de- 
=_ in her if ſhe's money-proof.——1I ſee her coming 
rth. r 


. R. Dnter Beatrice. a 

O. Ger. Beatrice, Beatrice ! a word with you. 

Bea. To me, Sir, do you ſpeak ? 

O. Ger. Yes, yes, to you, my pretty, little, witty,, 
1 hold up your head, here's money for 

Bea. Two pieces of broad gold! What is this for? 

ON One for thy good will, and one for thy good 
Word. 0 * 

Bea. As how, Sir, I beſeech ouͥ ? 

O. Ger. Promiſe me one thing, I will make em ten; 
_ 'em ten preſently; and if you ſucceed, a hun- 
Bea. Ay, marry, Sir, you ſpeak now to the purpoſe: 
0. Ger. You know J have obtain'd the doQor's pro- 
miſe, to marry his daughter,. fair Angelica. 

Bea. You have, Sir. | | 


O. Ger. Her mother refuſes her eonſent,to-it:. | 
Bea. She does ſo. - | 


0. Ger. Now, child i 1 A get de me the young. 
R e 


Bea. To marry, Sir! n Sgt 
: F G 3 O. Ger. 


THE ANATOMIST. 


Ger. Ay, ay, to niarry her. 

Is that alt? Come, Sir, ſhe may look farther, 

That's well. ſaid 3 there's ascher pics for 
you, Sir. 

I know you rule her as you pleaſe. 


Sometimes ſhe hearkens to me. - 
; Now if you will cammend we to her often. 


T5 telling her how rich. I am, 
and that I love can deny her nothing. Tis 
true, n but him I have removed, on pur- 
poſe to make way for her. 
Bea. That was wiſely done, Sir. 
- O. Ger. Ay, was it not? Tell her all happineſs con- 
6s in wenkb 2 that thie may make uae ſettle alwg/] all I 
have on her, and the children I have by her. 
2 ah you think you thall e des dy 
0. Ger. Why not ?: I at hale and very luſty, Bea- 
trice—If thou doſt this for me, beſides a hundred 
pounds I'll give thee on the day I marry her, _—_ 


| * 
1 


* 


Sek 
JH, 
T 


c 
+_— child too, ee cunt, eee 


marry thee to an _ 
© Bea. Fie, fie! you offer me too much in conſcience, 
© Sir z but for my y 9 

0. Ger. Ay. I fure of thy aſiftance there ? 

Bea. Ves, Sir, I'll do my weak endeavour for you. 
— Pl _ preſently z I'M ſer you forth with'commen- 
wr ee How, how 

« Ger. , my pretty rogue ? 

Bea. Why thus, Sir—If I may be ſo bold to adviſe 
— ook: 4 I; let him be your 
Lacband.—— Says the preſently, Which Ms Gerald 
| — an fays I, the father certaioly : 
the > ara a young extravagant idle fellow; his father 
means to dignherrt him, unleſs he mends his manners. 

©. Ger. And fo I do, Beatrice; that of my ſon was 
wel put in G0 on —— 

Bea, O, but he's old, ſhe cries.— True, Madam, ſays 
I; — Rat Rang "why rich. * 

95 
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dies, be leave you——wealth enough to make you a 
lad | oF 
9. Ger. That ſhe may be before, if ſhe pleaſes me. 

Bea. Vi tell her fo. — But the may ſay, Old men are 
croſs and peeviſh.—-No, fays I, he's mild and humble; 
a fine fweet-temper'd gentleman z ere kene 
he'll never make you. jealous ; hel not run 
women, as all young tclows do. 

O. Ger. That was well thought on. r 

Bea. Says ſhe, His teeth are naught—O but his 
breath is ſweet, —His eyes, ſays the, are ſunk —O but, 
ſays I, he ſees without ſpetacies.—Lays the, He's an 

old, naſty, muſty, fuſty, ſtinkin 

0. Ger. Hold, hold 2 cnongh !——When 
ſhall I fee her, Beatrice? 

Bea. This very afternoon ; you cannot have a fitter 
opportunity. You know the doctor is much abroad ; 
my old miſtreſs will be abſent too. If you'll be walking 
about four o'clock near our back-door, Pll et you pri 
vately into the anatomy room ; there ſhe thall meet you, 
Sir. 

0. Ger. Hold up thy hand, Il make the three broad 
pieces ten.———'Fhere, will theſe encourage thee? = 

Bea. You ave a wiſe client, oy you will not * 
a good cauſe, I fee, —— MES 

O. Ger. I ſcorn it, Beatrice. 

Bea. One thing I muſt adviſe you, Sir; Wan 
preis your ſuit home to her. For I muſt tell you, there's 
4 ſuch another 
1 own ſon is, who haunts her ev'ry where; 

es violent love to her; watches all opportunities to 
nne — 
* letters to ber. PI watch him narrowly; I'll ſpoil his 

* ſport. I' manage nite for kim, I forks if I 

« get not my young miſtreſs PI forfeit 

* maidenhead. Eke * 


0. Ger. Come hither, I muſt kiſs thee; I will kiſs 
* thee ; thou art a pretty, witty, merry rogue, and Pl 
provide for the. 

Bes.“ Farewell, Sir; remember ſwor o'clock. I 


you brought W with Cao romeo rings, and 
bracelets, 


ture yourſelf, if you 
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bracelets, only to ſhew her, Sir—Young girls, you 
know, are mightily taken with ſuch fine things. 
O. Ger. I'll do't, my girl! I'll do't!— I'll home an 
pick out of my cabinet the beſt of all my pawns, and 
bring em to her. —But firſt I'll. be ſpruc'd up; I will 
be ſhav'd and waſh'd, and perfum*d too; put on a clean 
band, and my beſt wig, my new hat, and put a clean 
ä _ 2 pocket; and — Sr o'clock 
—ay, that's our—]'ll-—only'to ſhew her. | 
. : 27 1 —.— ſeparately. 
| Enter Young Gerald and Criſpin. 
Criſ Well, Sir, what think you now of my adven- 
4ures | | or , 
T. Ger. Why, truly, they were extraordinary. 
Cri}. A dead man—a doctor —an aftrologer—— 
Y. Ger. You made your way through many difficul- 
ties; but, for my ſake, you muft once more go to the 
doQor's houſe. | N 
Criſ Who I, Sir? 
7. Ger, Yes. . ; | 
Criſ. I beg your pardon, Sir; you may go and ven- 
EC — a | 
T. Ger. Should I go, and be ſeen there by the doc- 
tor, I ruin our deſign, and loſe my miſtreſs ; he'll tell 
my father that I'm in town. You run no hazard, for 
he knows you not. | 34 
Criſ No hazard call you it? I hazard my legs, 
arms, veins, arteries, and muſcles ; and, in the doctor's 
gibberiſh, I hazard inciſion, diſſection, amputation, and 
circulation, through the ſyſtole to the diaftole. Why, 
Sir, in ſuch a caſe, a phyſician cuts up a man with as 
little remorſe as a hangman carves a traitor. 


F. Ger. For all that, you muſt venture precious 
ſelf once more. When 1 get my miſtreſs, I'll make 
Crif. Well, if I muſt I muſt, I faw a phyſician's 


habit hang up at a broker's ſhop hard by ; hire it for 
me -I had rather appear before him in the ſhape of a 
doctor than a dead man. That habit, pills, and im- 
pudence, brought me off before, and may again. | 
2. Ger. While I ſecure the habit, ſtep to my father's 
Crip 


% 
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Cri J vill but firſt, Sir, tell me what is Latin 


for—I am a doctor. 
Crif. Very well ; 'medicus ſum Go about your bu- 
fineſs, I'll about mine. Medicus ſum—  _ 
| [ Exit Young Gerald. 
Well, *tis a fine thing to underſtand: Latin.—L muſt be 
— not to — ſum. Now Ill to the old 
| Ho! ll of the devil and bis horns appear 
Enter Old Gerald ard Martin. 
O\Ger. O Criſpin, where's your maſter ? tell me 


I warrant in his chamber, hard at b 
1 the ſchools chopping logie. Pleaſe, you to give 
the money, Sir, that þ may return to him with 
ſpeed. 
Mar. Give you the money: —gha, ha, ha! 

Criſ What do you ſneer at, ha? 8 

Mar. Money! who's the fool then? 

Criſ. Meddle with your own. buſineſs, ſirrab, or Pll 
give you a douce o' the chaps. 

O. Ger, Be quiet, knave. bs * 

Criſ. A —— t me 

0. I Have done, I fay.—Several of my acquaint - 
ance tall merthay have ſeen him here; here in this 
town. 

Criſ. O abominable! 

O. Ger. Sirrah, confeſs. the truth; is he in town? 

Criſ. Medicus ſum—he is not here indeed, Sir. 
; Mar. He equivocates, Sir.— Here? no, he is not 

ere. 

O. Ger. But, ſlave, he i s in donn. 

Criſ No. 

O. Ger. I lie then, do I? 

Crif. Medicus ſun. | 

. Ger. What's that you mutter, raſcal ! 

. Crif. A word J learr'd. at the univerſity.— Medicus 
ſam ; that is, I am a Gun 237 | 

Mar. Yes, of the lying faculty. 
Criſc 
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- Crif. Sirrah, if I had you in another place, I wou'd— 

Mar. What wou'd you do? 

Criſ. I wou'd diſſect you, raſcal; run my fiſt thro” 
your ſyſtole and diaſtole. 

Mar. Come and you dare ; let's ſee what you can do? 

O. Ger. Saucy knaves, forbear. | 
[ They offer to fight ; O. Gerald holds up his cane. 

Crif. Sirrah, I'll rip up your. belly from the xiphoid 
cartilage to the os pubis, you dog. 

O. Ger. The fellow's mad—— Be quiet, or I'll cud- 
gel both of you. Well, Criſpin, ſince your maſter's 
not in town, return. you to the univerſity ; tell him, 
next week I'll ſend the money to him by the carrier. — 

Criſ. But, Sir— | 

O. Ger. One word more, and bamboo ſhall fly about 

ur ears. 

Crif. Well, I know what I know.— 

O. Ger. What do you know? 

Criſ That I'll be reveng'd of that audacious villain. 

O. Ger. For what, raſcal ? 

Criſ. Becauſe he's a fac-totum, and ſets you againſt 
my young maſter and me. 

O. Ger. Sirrah, firrah, I cou'd find in my heart 

Criſ. Ay, ftrike, if you think 

O. Ger. Say you ſo! There's for you then. 

[Gerald ſtrikes at Criſpin : he ducks. —Gerald, mi/- 
fing bis blow, 1 gives Martin a cuff 
and a trip ; t him down, and runs off. ] 


Criſ Medicus ſum. | [Exit. 
O. Ger. Help me up, good Martin. N 
Mor. Oh, oh! I want help myſelf, Sir: the rogue 
has broke my crupper. a 
O. Ger. The villain has rumpled my clean neckcl 


too. 
Mar. If ever I light on him 
O. Ger. Be patient, Martin. 
Mar. I muſt, whether 1 will or no. 

. ©. Ger. Go home, Martin, I have bufineſs another 
-way.——A dog! Medicus ſum ! [Exit Martin. 
This is the hour; tis juſt four by my watch: if Bea- 

trice prevails, I am made for ever. 1 * 4 

3 . | r 
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| Enter Beatrice. | | 

Bea. O Sir, are you come? I have been peeping 
for you at the window a whole half hour. 

O. Ger. Is the coaſt clear? Where's my Angelica? 

Bea. No queſtions, but come in. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Laboratory. 
Enter Angelica, met by Old Gerald and Beatrice. 

Bea. Look here, Madam, here's Mr Gerald come 
to kiſs your hands. | 

0. Ger. With your favour, Madam—( ſalutes her.) 

Ang. Well, Mr Gerald, you-ſee my maid has pre- 
vail'd with me.—She gives you great commendations 
too. 8 

O. Ger. Ay, my ſweet; I'll make 'em all good, I 
warrant you. | 

Ang. 1 doubt not but you'll love me, Mr Gerald. 
But what reaſon is there for me to love a man 1n years, 
as you are ? : 

O. Ger. I have many reaſons for your ear, more for 
your eye,——Look here, my queen; here's a necklace 
of pearl worth about five hundred pounds. Then 
here's a ſet of bodkins for your hair, coſt fourſcore 
pounds. Then here's a crochet of diamonds, coſt 
three hundred: — All, all ſhall be yours—my little mouſe, 
my pigeon, my waterwagtail— ¶ Knocking at the door. 

Ang. O heav'n! ſomebody knocks. —I am ruin'd if 
my mother finds you here. a 

Bea. Ah, Madam, what will become of me ? 
= For heav'n's ſake, hide yourſelf; do, Mr Ge- 

O. Ger. How? where? I'll do any thing my dear 
will have me. | k 

Bea. 'Then ftrip yourſelf to your waiſtcoat and draw- 
ers, and lie at your length here on this table. tell 
my maſter you're the dead body ſent in to be diſſected. 
f 1 ng. Quickly, Mr Gerald; if yau love me, deny me 

ot. | 
(Within) — Beatrice, Beatrice! e 
Bea. Make haſte, or we're undone. [They rip him.] 
wh 1 ithin)—Open the door: why, Beatrice, where are 
Bea. 
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Bea. So, ſo; whate'er'they ſay or do, be lure you 


ſtiir not for your life. 


O. Ger. So, ſo; I am dead as a herring. 
mw Whatever pen, Sir, be not afraid Come 
T Exit Angelica. 
Enter Criſpin /ike a Ader, Y oung Gerald as his man. 
Bea. I thought I heard my maſter and miſtreſs. 
Criſ. Fait and troth, they will be after coming pre - 
cFently—Qch, honey, where is the. dend carcaſe _— 


ſeRion ? 
Bea. Here, Sir. | | 
Criſ. Pherry my ſhoul, III make obſer- 
vation of the boo, boo, boo! devil burn 


me, joy, he has baſe countenance. Arra fait he was a 
theif—a cut+throat—hanging phas too good for him. 
Upon my ſhoul PII begin the diſſection now ws body 
is warm. 
Bea. What, before my maſter comes? 
Crif. Ay fait, — —Phere is my man? Phere 
are the inſtruments? | 
7. Ger. Here, Sir, here. | 
Bea. Bleſs me ! what's that great knife for? 
Criſ My ſhoul, that will cut from jugular to jugular 
Aas thus 
Bea: Hold, Sir, I beſeech you Fear nothing, 
Mr Gerald ( A/ide to bim. What is that terrible ſaw for? 
Crif. Och, my life ! that is the diſmembering ſaw, to 
ſaw off the leg, or the hand, down juſt above —— 


You will fee. —— 
[Criſpin draws one leg from the other, and one arm 
from his body, and Gerald draws em cloſe to 
him again. 


criſ Oh boo, boo, boo !—Devil burn me, I did lay 


dne arm here, and one leg here, to ſaw off in the middle, 


and upon my ſhoul the arm and the leg are both gone 
quite home _— to the body. —Fait, this is the ftran- 
geſt living dead body that ever I ſaw in my life. 

Bea. k Sir, I have ſeen whole bodies, after they 
"have lain here a day or two, up, and-run away 
Nees: Ger. And ſo will I; 1 Ill nos _ to be butcher'd 


Ae haps off the table; as be is creeping out, the 


Doclor 
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Doctor and his Wh enters joel Doctor Falls over 


him. 
Doc. Diable m'enpoete! vat frravge ting ou dat run 
over me? 
Bea. Why, Sir, as I was ſhowing Mr doctor bere the 
dead body that was ſent from the gallows, he felt Nis 
pulſe ; and laying his hand on his breaſt, he found his 


heart panted : then he took his incifiog-knife, and, be- 


fore he could touch his naked ſkin, up ſtarted the us 
body, and ran away, juſt as you a wr. 

Crif. All this is true, Sir, en a member of the 
learned faculty. | | 

Doc. Parblieu, I am . 

Enter Old Gerald. 

0. Ger. O undone! undone! 

All. Ah, ab! [ ſcreaming. ] 

Wife. He' s come e. uſband ; ah, ah 

Doc. In de name o goodn eſs, vat de devil are you ? 

O. Ger. Undone, I ſay undone. 

Doc. Etes vous ſpirite, ou fleſh and blood? anſere. 

0. Ger. Give me my cloaths, my jewels, I fay! ? 

Doc. Parblieu! I believe it is our ver good friend 
and neighbour, Monſieur Girarde ! 

O. Ger. The ſame, the ſame! O dear, O dear! 

Doc. Et pourquot faites vous tant bruit ? —vat you 
make a dis noiſe ?—#et vy you come vidout your breeches, 
in dis naſty poſture ? 

0. Ger. That baggage there, and the young witch 
your daughter, have contriv'd to abuſe and cheat me out 
of two thouſand pounds worth of jewels that were pawn'd 
to me, —How, my ſon here! 

Enter Young Gerald and Angelica, 

Y. Ger. Yes, Sir, and my wife. 

O. Ger, And married too? then all is at an end: but 
where are my cloaths, and— 

Y. Ger. Your cloaths are ſafe endugh, Sir—Criſpin 
can tell you how I came by em. 

Doc. Criſpin ! 

Crif. Doctor Criſpin, Sir, at your ſervice ! T Struts, 

Doc. Aha! parbheu, he be one bien comic figure? 

O. Ger. Criſpin—my rogue? 

Criſ. Non rogus, non dogus; — medicus ſum: 

Vor. J. H O. Ger. 
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0. Ger. Give me my jewels! my jewels, I fay — | 
Z. Ger. The jewels, Sir, ſo well become my wife, I 1 
think you cannot in conſcience demand them back. 
1 O. Ger. How! what! | 
=. r 
| what he has given me. | 
Doc. C'eſt vrai tis very true. Aha! etez vous 
matrie donc e bien ! bleſæa you bot togeder, you 
prove devil you ! —— Monficur Girarde, you muſta 
forgive dem. —Ecoutes—ve vill ave a de bon ſuppé, et 
be ver merry tous enſemble—alla togeder; et donc ve 
vill hear les avantures de doctor Criſpin. 
| Crif. Beatrice and I will tell you the whole ſtory ; 
i And as we ſuack'd the ces, we'll ſhare the glory, 
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FLORIZEL axo PERDITA ; 
| | OR, THE | . 
SHEEP-SHEARING: 

A DRAMATIC PASYORAL 
IN TWO ACTS. 


(Altered from Snazrerzan's WINTER'S TALE.) 
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DRANM ATIs PERSON A. 


MEN. 
D'iblin. Fdindurgb, 1781. 
Pelixenet, 1 Bithyniay Mr Love. Mr Kelly. 
 Florizel, his fon, Mr Barry. Mr Woods. 
Camitlo, a Sicilian lord in ba» Mr Staley. Mr White. 


niſhment, 0 
Antigonus, a Sie illan Iord, diſ- 
uiſed as a ſhedherd, e Mr Heaphy. Mr Fowler. 


the name of Alcon, T 
Autolicus, an arch pedlar, Mr King. Mr Johnſon. 
Clown, - - Mt Cunningham. Mr Charteris. 

Ita 4 Fo et log” 
* 0? Miſs Wehe. Miſs Cleland. 
Dorcas, ' . Mrs Pye. Mrs White. 
Mopſa, . . Mrs Love. Mrs Collins. 


Shepherds, Shephberdeſſes, &ec. 
Scene, BITHYNIA, 


Are r " 


Enter the King and Cano. 


| K ING. / a 5 

T HOU know'ſt, my worthy, my endear'd Camillo, 
1 Fo much prince Florizel, my ſon, afflicts me 

| H 2. With. 
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With the ſtrange courſes he of late hath follow'd. 
We oft have wonder'd whence aroſe the change 
So viſible in thoughts, words, looks, and actions. 

Cam. I oft have thought it ſtrange. 

King. My good Camillo, 
Pve had intelligence, the time he ſteals 
From us, from ſtudy, and from manly feats 
And exerciſe of arms, is buried all 
Beneath an aged ſhepherd's ſordid roof, 
Whoſe bleating flocks fpread o'er that beauteous vale 
That winds along the river's fide ; a ftranger, 
Here ſettled in Bithynia ſome few years ; | 
Who yet beyond th' imagination roſe 
Of all his neighbours, yea, from very nothing, 
To large poſſeſſions and unnumber'd flocks. 

Cam. I've heard of ſuch a man, who hath a daughter 
Of note moſt rare; beyond her low eſtate. 
King. Ay, that's the angle plucks him to his ruin. 
Fool! to be caught with ſuch a paltry bait ! 
A woman's bait !——I con'd have patience with him, 
Meant he to ſport it with the amorous wench ; 
But, O Camilio | where ſhall I find patience ? 
— hou'lt not believe me, ſhou'd I ſwear it true, — 
My ſon, prince Florizel, Bithynia's hopes, 
My kingdom's heir, this very day intends 
To wed the daughter of that bafe-born clown! 

Cam. A prince to wed a peaſant ! 

Ling. Tis moſt certain. | 
But to confound him paſt all contradiction, 
We mean, at once, to prove and to prevent it. 
To-day old Alcon (that's her father's name) 
Holds an accuſtom'd rite ſacred to Pan, 
The god of flocks : it is their ſhearers feaſt ; 
At which he means te ſolemnize the nuptials 
With rural pomp and paſtoral feſtivity ; 
But I ſhall diſconcert *em. _ I'll thither ; 
And thou, Camillo, ſhall attend me too, 
Diſguis'd like ſtrangers chance had ſummon'd there. 

Cam. You may diſpoſe me as your grace ſhall liſt : 
Yet ſtill I think the prince, in your report, 
Is much abus'd. I ſcarce can think it true. 
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Kis. In think as thou ih E have prov'd the fat 
[Exownt.. 


Scene, A rural proſpect near Alcon? 8s houſe.. Florizek. 
and Perdita diſcover'd fitting. | 


Flo. Theſe your unuſual weeds, to each part of you: 
Do give a life: No ſnepherdeſs; but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your rr e 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the queen of it ! 

Per. My gracious lord, 
To chide at your extremes it not becomes 1 me: 
O pardon that I name them] 'Your high fol, 
The gracious mark of the land, you have obſcur'd 
With a ſwain's wearing; and me, poor mn maid,, 
Moſt goddeſs-like prank*d up. 

Flo. I bleſs the time 
When my good falcon made her flight * | 
Thy father's ground; celeſtial guide to where | 
My treaſure lay. 

Per. Now Jove afford you cauſe : 

To me the diff*rence forges dread ; your greatneſs 
Hath not been us'd to fear: even now I tremble, / 
To think your father, by ſome accident, * 
Shou'd paſs this way as you did. O the fates! 
How wou'd he look to fee his work, ſo noble, 
Vilely bound up! What wou'd he ſay ? or how 
Should I, in theſe my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The ſternneſs of his preſence ? 

Fl. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : The gods themſelves, 
Humbling their deitics to love, have taken 
The ſhapes of beaſts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated : and the fire-rob'd god, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain, 

As I ſeem now. Their transformations 

Were never for a piece of beauty _ 

Nor in a way ſo chaſte, 

Since my wiſhes run not before my honour, . 

Nor my deſires burn hotter than my faith. 

This day, my Perdita, ſhall make thee mine! : 
n H 3 Spenis. 
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Speak to me, love! and charm me with thy voice. 
Her. No; let me only anſwer you with bluſhes. 

If I ſhau'd ſpeak, you'd think I were too fond: 

My tongue's aſham'd t* interpret for my heart. 

Flo. Hence with reſerve ; it is a foe to love. 

What you tell me is whiſper'd to yourſelf. 

Virtue and love may harmleſs ſport together, 

Like little lambs that wantan on the plain 

While, like a faithful paſtor by their fide, 

Honour keeps off each ravenous defire. _ 

Per. I think you love me; and I think there is 

Such virtue ſhines about you, that I dare 
Intruſt mine honour to your faithful love, 

Oft, oft I wiſh thou wert ſome peaſant ſwain, 
Born lewly as myſelf ; then ſhou'd we live 
Unknown, unenvy'd, in our humble ſtate, 
Content with love beneath the cottage ſtraw. 

FI.. By heav'n, there's ſuch a charm in all thy words, 
I wiſh I were juſt what you'd have me be; 
Diſtinguiſh'd only from the reſt by love. | 
But, deareſt Perdita, with theſe fore'd thoughts 
J pray thee darken not this day of mirth ; 

For, truſt me, love, I will be ever thine. 
Be merry, gentle! F Fhouriſh.] 

The gueſts art come; let's in and entertain em. 

Chearily, nor think of ought but jollity and love. 
ä r [ [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, De Country. Enter King and Camillo like «ld 


yeomen. 


King. 1 am certain it cannot be far off, though we 
have loſt our way — Who have we here? We'll ak 
this merry fellow. 4 

"I Enter Autolicus finging.. 

When daffodils begin to peere, 
With hey the doxy over the dale, [4 
Why then comes in the ſweet o' the year; 
For the red blood reigns o'er the winter's pale. 
The lark that tirra lyra chants, | 
With hey, with hey the thruſh and the jay, 
Are ſummer- ſongs for me and my aunts, 


As we lie tumbling in che hay. 


Ang. 
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King. Why, fellow! — | ci 

Aut. Fellow! fellow quotha ! who made you and ne 
fellows? Do you know who you ſpeak to, Sir? 

King. No, truly. | 

Aut. I thought ſo by your manners. I'd have — 
to know, Sir, I've been at court, Sir, and have ſeen 
the king, Sir. . 3a 

King. 1 cry you mercy, Sir: I did not know you 
had been ſo great a man. And pray how do you like 
him ? | | 
Aut. Why, hum! but ſo ſo; ſo ſo: and yet he's 
well enough too; but that he wants it here a little; 
he's not the 117 man in the world; but a damn'd merry 
fellow for all that, and an excellent companion. 

King. Then you and he have been acquainted. 

Aut. As great as cup and can, Sir. Lord, lord, I 
ſhall never forget the day that I and he—ha, ha, ha !— 
*twou'd make you die with laughing, to ſee the old 
woman ſouſe the king with a pail of ſuds——ha, ha, ha! 
I never ſpent ſuch a day—But I'll ſing you a ſong th 
king made upon that very occaſion. | Sings. ] L 

The white ſheet bleaching o'er the hedge, - 
With hey the ſweet birds how they ting ! 
Doth ſet my. progging toath an edge ; 
For a pot of ale is a diſh for a king. 
King. Did the king make this? 
Aut. I help'd him a little; for, as I ſaid, he is 
ſomewhat dull. He finiſh'd the three firſt lines, and 
was damnably ſet for a rhime to ing when I takes up 
the pot, and, ſlapping him on the back, hit off at once, 
For a pot of ale is a diſh for a king. —Put to ſee how he 
look'd when he found I had drank it all of—ha, ha, ha! 
I ſhall never forget it, were I to live a thouſand years: 
but we had t'other pot, and then compos'd t'other ſong 
upon this ſame waſh-woman's fair daughter. You ſhalt 
hear that too—hem, hem! [ Sings.}. 
The linen by her fingers preſt, 
Convey'd love's poiſon to my breaft ; 
My heart grew hot, I felt the hurt ; 
I die, like Herc'les, by a ſhirt. 
Cupid, to wound, took neither bow nor dart; 
But with her ſmoothing$ron fr d my heart. 


Oh, 
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Om, the king's a rare poet, with a little of my help.—- 
The king and I had a hot diſpute about the fourth line, 
I die, like Her les, by a ſhirt. 
He ſaid it was a good compariſement for a king, but 
wou*dn't do for a pedlar ; whereof I look'd ſour; and 
aſk'd, Why ſo, pray? Becauſe, ſaid he, few pedlars 
die worth a ſhirt. There he had me on the hip ; and we 
both laugh'd fo heartily, that I was oblig'd to drink off 
the reſt o' the beer, or I ſhou'd have burſt. In troth 
he's a good-humour'd man, and a pretty poet, to my 
thinking. Come, you muſt buy it. | 
King. Nay, ſince tis the king's poetry, tis fit all his 
good ſubjects ſhou'd buy it; — if thou'lt ſet us on our 
way, there's money fer thee. 
Aut. Pre no change, maſter. | 
a I want none; thou may'ſt keep it all. And 
now, | pray thee, without further words, which is the 
neareſt way to the houſe of one Alcon, an aged yeoman 
of good repute, that lives hereabouts ? 2 
Aut. Are you going to maſter Aleon's? I'm hear- 
tily glad of it; for 1 ſhall meet you there by and by. 
There's to be high doings !—a -ſhearing and a 
wedding: and if that will not make enough for 
one day, I wonder at it. We ſhall not lack for good 
Cheer, I warrant you; and I hope to fell a parcel of my 
_ wares. Jes 
King. Doſt thou believe it now, Camillo? [ Apart. } 
Cam. But pray, who is to be married there ? | 
Aut. Why, young Mrs Perdita, his daughter ; the 
prettieſt laſs, maſter !—O&'s life, ſhe'll make thy old 
gums water when thou ſee'ſt her. When you go there, 
put it about, that we may all kiſs the bride. I long 
dearly to have one ſmack at her. 
Cam. And what is he that is deſign'd her huſband ? 
Aut. Why, ſome give out that he's a gentleman z 
but this world is ſo ſtrangely given to lying, that 1 
ſcarce believe a word in ten Rhear to any body's advan- - 
tage : but if he were, I'm ſure he's nothing the better 
for that ; for I never was acquainted with a gentleman, 
that is to ſay, to drink with him or. ſo, that was not 
the ſaddeſt dog in nature. Your gentlemen are fad 
dogs! ſad dogs indeed! But this young man _—_ 
| good 


— — — 
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a character for a gentleman: Alas! they ſay he 
has honour, and honeſty, and love, and virtue, and all 
that trumpery ſtuff, that you never meet with in gentle - 
men now a- days: but its no matter; Alcon hath enough 
for her and him too, though he were as poor, and as 
extravagant, as any gentleman of 'em all. 4 

King. But Alcon, I ſuppoſe, knows for certain who 
and what he is to whom he gives his daughter ? 
Aut. I know not that; 'tis none of my concern. 
King. Then pray dire& us thither. | 
Aut. Come here —Vou go along) this foot-path (for 
if you tread in the graſs, you'll havf a quarter- ſtaff over 
your pate); croſs the ſtile at the {end o the meadow ; 
then wind along the river's ſide to where it tumbles and 
flounces down the rock as white as fillabub ; then turn- 
ing to the left, mount up the riſing ground, leaving the 
wood a little to the right, till coming to a ſpacious lawn, 
cloſe nibbled by the ſheep as if *twere ſhorn, ſtraight on 
you may deſcry_old Alcon's dwelling ; though not a 
fine one, the warmeſt hereabouts. Some buſineſs calls 
me another/way ; but in an hour I'll be with you there. 
[ Sings. ] Jog on, jog on, the footpath-way, | 
And merrily bend the ftile—a 
A merry heart goes all the day, ff Dae 
Your fad one tires in a mile—-a. [Exit. 
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ACT I 


Scexz diſcovers Alcon, Florizel, Perdita, the King, 
Camillo, with Shepherds and Shepherd:ſſes. 


Al. Elcome, kind friends! welcome, gentle ſtran - 
gers! 
This day we dedicate to mirth and feaſting. 
You're welcome all : I pray you lack far nothing. 
King. Cou'd'it thou believe this, had not thy own eyes 
Borne uncorrupted witneſs of the truth? ¶ To Camillo. 
Al. Fie, daughter, when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook, 
Both dame and ſervant ; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Wou'd ling her ſong, and dance her turn. 


You 
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You are retir'd, | 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting. Pray you bid 
Theſe unknown friends to's welcome ; for it is 
A. way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o' the feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 
As your good flocks ſhall proſper. 
Per. Sirs, you are welcome. 
It is my father's will I ſhou'd take on me 
The hoſteſsſhip o' the day. You're welcome, Sirs. 
Give. me thoſe flow'rs, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's roſemary and rue : theſe keep 
Seeming and favour all the winter long. 
0 Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
| | And welcome to our ſhearing. | 
1 Ling. Shepherdeſs, | 
A fair one are you: well you fit our eges 
With flow'rs of winter.. 
Per. Here are flow'rs for you ; — 
Hot lavender, mint, ſavory, marjoram, 
The marygold, that goes to bed with the ſun, 
And with him riſes weeping, Theſe are flow'rs 
Of middle-ſummer ; and I think they are giv'n 
To men of middle age. Y*are welcome. 
Cam. I ſhou'd leave grazing were I of your flock, * 
And only live by gazing. ; 
Per. Out, alas ! 
You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of January [ friends, 
Wou'd blow you through and through. Now, my faireſt 
I wou'd I had ſome flow'rs o' the ſpring, that might 
Become your time of day; and your's, and your's, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden bluſhes. O Proſerpina 
For the flow'rs now, that, frighted, thou let*it fall 
From Dis's waggon : daffodils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares; and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroſes, 
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That die unmarry'd ere they can behold 

Bright Phoebus in his ſtrength ; gold oxlips, and 

The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds 

That in the valley grow. O' theſe I lack 

To make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend 

To ſtrow him o'er and o'er. 

Flor. What, like a corſe ? 

Per. No; like a bank, for love to lie and play on: 
Not like a corſe—Come, take your flow'rs: 

Methinks I play as L have ſeen them do 

In Whitſon paſtorals. Id make you welcome, 

But I fear I weary you. | 
Flo. Whate'er you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, ſweet! 

I'd have you do ſo ever; when you ſing, | 

I'd have you buy and fell, give alms, and pray 

In ſuch ſweet notes; and ord'ring your affairs, 

To ſing them too; or when you dance, 

Like a ſmooth wave by gentleft winds heav'd up, 

So move you to the muſic's dulcet breath, 

That I cou'd with the motion were perpetual ! 

Per. O Doricles, your praiſes are too large. 

King. This is the prettieft low-born laſs that ever 
Ran on the green-ſord ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, - 

Too noble for — place. * — Florizel 

But thought of bedding without wedding, 

I well cou'd like his king. T7 Camillo. 
Cam. In good ſooth, ſhe is the very poly of all ſweets. 
Al. Come, come, you'd have the paſtime to yourſelves; 

But you'll find leiſure, time hereafter, 


For tales of love. The paſtorals begin, 
And each one bear a burden in the ſong. 
Perdita fingr. 
L 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we muſt ſhear, 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free— 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we? 
II 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught: _ 
What 


were gods or goedefſes : you would think a {mock were 
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What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes; 


For, knowing no ren A need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city-dames led ; 


But we as the children of nature are bred : 
By her hand alone we are painted and dreſt; 
For the roſes will bloom vw there? peace in the n 
That giant Ambition, we never can dread; 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head: 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open our door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 
V 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel: 
So harmleſs and ſimple, we ſport and we play, 


And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 


King. I pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is that, 
Whoſe happy hand is to thy daughter's lock'd, 
Like turtles pair'd, that never mean to part ? 
Al. They call him Doricles and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy breeding ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it. . 
He looks like ſooth. He ſays he loves my daughter : 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as h@ll ſtand and read, | 
As *twere, my daughter's eyes: And, to be plain, 


I think there is not half a kiſs to chooſe 
Who loves another beſt.— If young Doricles 


Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall _ him that 
Which he not dreams of. 


Enter Clown. 
CI. O maſter, if you did but hear the pedlar at the 


door, you would never dance again after a tahor and 


pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move you; he ſings 
ſeveral tunes faſter than you'll tell money ; he utters 
them as he had eaten ballads : then he hath ribbons of 
all the colours i' the rainbow; inkles, cambrics, lawns, 
and garters for the maids ; and he ſings em over as they 


E 


work upon the guſſet. | 
King. Admit him; he's a. merry fellow. | 
Al. Ay, bring him; we are for all mirth today. 
Enter Autolicus ſinging. 
Will you buy any tape, or lace for your capt, - 1 
My dainty duck, my Dad | 
Any lk, any thread, any toys for, your nk 
Of the hors and fineſt fine ware—a ?;'.- 
Come to the pedlar; money's the medler, 
That uttereth all mens ware—a. 5 | 'Y 56 nn 
Ch. What haſt here? Ballads? * 
Mop. Pray now buy ſome: I love a bell in — * 
or a life; for then we are ſure they are true. 
Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, haw-a uſu- 
rer's wife was brought to- bed with twenty moneyrbags 


at a burden; and how ſhe long'd to bow adders hene 


and toads carbonado d. 8 | brig OL SA 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. True, upon my — as. you think 
becauſe I carry a pack, I'd Carry A pack of lies about'? 
Here's the midwife's hand to it ; one Mrs Taleporter, 
and fix honeſt wives that were . preſent. I myſelf ſaw 
ſive young adders creep out of her noſtrils ng in in 
at her mouth. „t 151 

Der. Bleſs me from marrying a uſurer! ad 


Aut. Here's another ballad of a great huge fiſh _— 
eyes like full moons, and twenty rows of teeth as dong 


as plough-ſhares, with a tail like a fiery n's, whit 
appeared upon the coaſt the 32d of April, new {tiles 
breathing flames and brimſtone, vomiting out a ar 
ſhions and love- letters. It ſung this very ſo 
hard-hearted maids. It was thought 1 
monſter was a woman; and that ſhe was turn'd into a 
horrible thornback, for having pierc'd ſo many young 
mens hearts in this world, by turning her back upon 
'em; and ſhe now continues a kind of frightful .ſh, 
call'd an O/d Maid. Come, buy it. Its a pretty: piti- 
ful ballad, and as true as the former. “ 1 retire. 
King How now, fair ſhepherd, +, 1 
Vour heart is full of ſomething that does take. | 
Yonr mind from feafting. Sooth, when 1 was young, 
. Von. I. I Aud 
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And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my ſhe with knacks : I would have ranfack'd 
The pedlar's filken treaſury, and have —_— y 
To her acceptance. 
Fl. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are. 
The gifts ſhe looks from me, are pack'd and * 
Up in my heart. O hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhou'd ſeem, 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 
in an the dere nf Vanden and white 
As Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow, + 
That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er. - 
King, How ily, young ſwain, you ſeem to waſh 
The hand was fair before! I've put you out: 
— — let me hear, 
"What you profeſs ? | 
| _ * 2 i be witneſs to't. 
'F in 1s my neighbour too ! 
| Flo” And he, and more 
'Than he and men; the earth nad heav'ns, and all 
The ruling s in their circling orbe; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 
Thereof moſt worthy, had force and knowledge 
| More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
| Without her love; for her employ them all, 
1 Commend them and condema them to her ſervice, 
$5 Or to their own perdition. 
King. Fairly offer'd. 
Cam. This ſhews a ſound affeQion. 
Al. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him? 
Per. I cannot ſpeak 
So well; nothing ſo wel; no, nor mean better. 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his. 
Al. And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear At to 
Ohſerve the man well, and note him ſo, 
That in what hat garb hereaſter you may ſee him, 


Still may you paint his features in your mind. 
I give my daughter to him, and will . 
1 Her portion equal his. 


| F. A 


a — — 


. You interrupt us, Sir: no more of this, 


-Whom fo I bn thou art too baſe 
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Flo. O! that muſt be 
I the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 

I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder. 

Aut. Maſter —— hark! a word with you 
e 
King. Fear it not; A er 
kiſs the bride. 

Flo. Come on; why do you now delay my bliſs? 

King. Soft, ſwain, a while; er vou, 

Have you a father? 

Fle.. I have: but what of him? 4 

King. Knows be of this? 

Flo. He neither does nor ſhall. 

King. Methinks a father 
Is at t e nuptial of his ſon a gueſt e 
„l bee 3 
Is not your father grown incapa 
Of rextonable affairs } 

Fh. No, good Sir ; 

He has his. werd ud nde frengh indeed 

yo agar at 
By my white beard, 

as him, if this be ſo, a wrong. 

Something unfilial. er 

Flo. He ſhall not. 

King. Prithee let him. 

Flo. No ;. he muſt not. 

Al. Let him, my ſon, A HE ues 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muſt not. 


But mark our vows 


King. Mark your ä young Sir, 
| [Diſcovering himſelf. 


To be acknowledg'd. Thou a ſceptre” 1-06 BY 
That thus — ſheep-hook ! — old 
'm ſorry, that, by hanging thee, I can DTD 
Shorten thy life one wee wo thou freſh' piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royal fool thou cop'ſt x aa 1 
| 2 er. 
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Per. Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be gone ? , [To Flo. 
I told you what would come of this. — pf 
Of your own ſtate take care. This dream of mine, 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no N ne þ 
But milk my ewes and weep. 
King. By heav'n he knows me ! yet he bluſhes not. 
| * What ! bluſh to love? Shame light on him that 
ry in't: for *tis the next approach  F[does1! 
of No ſouls to the divine perfection! 
King. I tax not love, but thy degenerate choice. 
Flo. Can you look there, and yet arraign my choice? 
No : *tis the will of heav'n ſhe ſnou'd be d | 
d *twere an impious pride to contradict it. 
King. Doſt thou ſtill perſiſt ? | 
Flo. Perſiſt to death. My Perdita, my lobe ! 
Let not affliction change that lovely cheek ; 
I've ſworn, and will be thine till death. : 
King. Ang thou ſhalt keep thy vow. Camillo, call 
Our guards, and lead this — — her ſire 
To inſtant death. 
Flo. I charge you, Sir, forbear. 
By heav'n, the firſt that touches her ſhall die! 
Aing. Reſiſtance is in vain. There waits without 
An armed force, full fifty times your ſtrength. 
Aut. O blood ! I ſhall be hang'd too for the damn'd 
lies I told him of himſelf. 
King. For thee, fond boy, if I but fad hide ſigh, 
We will cut off the hopes of thy 8 — 0 
Nor hold thee of our — | 
Flo. From my ſucceſſion wipe me; 1 ſhall be 
Heir to her love, and reign within her heart. 
Cam. This is madneſs, Sir. 
Flo. Call it what you will: 
To barter ſhow for happineſs is gain. 


Not for Bithynia will I break my faith, 


Plighted to this my fair beloved bride. : | 

Al. Moſt gracious king! if thou'lt ronehlabe.t to hear 
A wretch, whom once you honour'd with your fnendſhip, 
As did Camillo, hearken to Antigonus.. 


[ Diſcovering _— 
Ki ing. Antigonus ! 


Cam. How! riſen from the dead? | 
| King. 
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King. Tis ke indeed, #1307 N 

If my own ſenſes vouch the wondꝰ rous truth ! 

Twas ſaid thou vert devourꝰd by hungry wolves. 
Al. So it has been for ſixteen years: ' JT 


Far gone with child, moſt barbarouſly doom'ds 
The infant ſhe ſhou'd bear to ſudden death. 
I undertook the cruel taſk; 
Firſt vowing to myſelf to ſave the babe, 
And fly with it to ſome more peaceful ſhore. . 
Entering a wood with this determination, 
I ſpy'd the careaſe of a man but | 
Slain, and half devour'd by a wolf. 
On that I put my clothes, and near it ſtrew'd 
The infant's little weeds all ſmear'd with blood ;- 
Which being found and known, 'tmas thought by all 
That we were both devoured by wild beaſts. - 
Then flying with my little charge, I came to ſeek. 
An hoſpitable ſhelter in Bithynia . : 
How well my ward in' ſixteen years hath grown, 
Turn there, and you may fee. 
Flo. My Perdita is then a princeſs! 
Al. My Lord, I knew that Doricles was Florizel; 
Elſe ſnou'd he not | R 
Have leave to look upon her royal beauties. 
Take her, my Lord.— In truth ſhe is a treaſure. 
More worth than all the riches of the caſt! 
So ſweet her diſpoſition, 
You'd think that mercy, charity, and peace, 
Were come from heav'n, and lodg'd within her breaſt ! 
My child, my child! thou'rt now my child no more ! 
Yet don't forget that once you call'd me father. 
Per. Neer ſhalt thou meet leſs reverence and love 
Than heretofore, but much more gratitude. = 
King. Since thou haft loſt one father, gentleſt maid,, 
Tis fitting I provide thee with another. 
Give me thy — my ſon : here take thy Perdita ; 
And may the gods ſhow'r * both ! as 
3. ON 


* 
. 
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Fh. O let me fall and kiſs your royal feet? 
My lord! my father! now I'm bleſt indeed! 
And you, my Perdita ! my love, my princeſs ! | 
O tis too much ! tis happineſs too great! 
Fer. That you are mine, I joy, howe'er it 1 
But no leſs truly ſhou'd I joy, had you 
Fall'n to my ſtate, than that I riſe to your's. 
Cam. Now to confirm thy joy, — 
Leontes, ſatisfy'd his queen was virtuous, ; 
For many years has mourn'd his infant loſt. 
d of ev'ry child; and now thy Pendita 
Is only heireſs of Siciha's crown. | 
All. Joy, joy to Perdita and Flonzel !  _ | 
Aut, { lnvnling: ] O my good lady princeſs, bon the 
joy be univerſal; leave not a wrinkled brow, or cloudy 
face, in all the realm, upon this happy day: your 
reign with graceleſs acts of mercy; intreat the good 
king, your worthy father-1n-law; to forgive me all the 
damn'd lies I told "him 7 8 — I have been 
a Yery great rogue, and deſerve 3 but I will 
med wy Hhy and promiſe that I never do the like 
no more. Oh, oh! [Crier] ] 
Per. May I preſume to ſue for for bim? 
King. He needs it not; he is a p ne, 
And ne'er offended us. Be merry, Sirrasg. 
Aut. Huzza, huzza; huzza !l——a reprieve, . a re- 
prieve ! But may it pleaſe your grace he, he, he! 
l hope you don't forget your promiſe—he, he, he! 
eee e e rig IRR 
ride. 
King. And fo thou ſhalt; I'll ſet thee an example. 
[Xifjes Perdita. 
Aut. [ Kifes ber.] This is the firſt time I ever kiſs'd 
a princeſs; and this ſhall be the laſt, [Again.]- By 
Jupiter I think myſelf inſpi*'d-:; and if all your maje- 
ſties will give me leave, PIl ſing you a ſong I hare: made 


extrumpery upon Roots: Ling. J. 


Then let us all be büche and gay, 
Upon this joyful bridal day, 
ne DW . 
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And let ah nymph and ſhepherd tell, 


No happy pair cer loy'd ſo well 
As Perdita and Florizel. I 


Sin high, fing low, ſing ding dong bell ; 0 
o happy pair e' er lov'd ſo well | 
As Perdita and Florizel. 
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Scene, LONDON. 


1 
Scene, 41 apartment in Freeman's houſe. 


FattmMaAn and Lover, entering. 


FaEEMAN.. 
\ Cry boy! ha, ha, ha! How long has this 
ſcheme been in your head? 
| Some time.—1I- am now convinc'd of what you 
have — been hinting to me, that I am confoundedly 
cheated 8 ſervants. 


Free. . I al-- 
ways 
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ways told. you, that there is not a worſe ſet of ſervants 
in the-pariſh of St. James's, than in your kitchen. 

Lov. *Tis with ſome difficulty I believe it now, Mr 
Freeman; though, I'muſt own, my expences often make 
me ſtare. Philip, I am ſute, is an honeſt fellow; and 
I will ſwear for my blacks. —If there is a rogue among 
my folks, it is that ſurly dog Tom. 

Free. You are miſtaken in every one. Philip is an 
hypocritical raſcal; Tom has a good deal of ſurly ho- 
neſty about him; and for your blacks, they are as bad 
as your whites. | 5 
L. Prithee, Freeman, how came you to be fo well 
acquainted with my people? None of the wenches are 
handſome enough to move the affections of a middle · 
aged gentleman as you are—ha, ha, ha!  _ 

Free. -You are a young man, Mr Lovel, and take a 
pride in a number of idle unneceſſary ſervants, who are 
the plague and reproach of this kingdom. YO 
Tov. Charles, you are an old-faſhion'd fellow. Ser- 
vants a plague and reproach ! ha, ha; ha! I would 
have forty more, if my houſe would hold them. Why, 
man, in Jamaica, before I was ten years old, I had a 
hundred blacks kiſſing my feet every day. 

Free. You gentry of the Weſtern Iſles ar? high · mettled 
ones, and love pomp and parade. have ſeen it delight 
your ſoul, when the people in the ſtreet have ſtared at 
your equipage ; eſpecially if they whiſpered loud enough 
to be heard, „“ That is ſquire Lovel, the great Weſt- 
« Indian**——ha, ha, ha! + . 

Lov. I ſhould be very ſorry if we were as ſplenetic as 
you northern iſlanders, who are devoured with melan- 
choly and fog—ha, ha, ha! No, Sir, we are children 
of the ſun, and are born to diffuſe the bounteous favour . 
which our noble parent is pleaſed to beſtow on us. | 

Free. I wiſh you had more of your noble parent's re- 
gularity, and leſs of his fire. As it is, you conſume ſo 
ory that not one in twenty of you live to be fifty years 
0 2 
Lov. But in that fifty we live two hundred, my dear; 
mark that But to buſineſs—TI am reſolved upon my 
frolic——1I will know whether my ſervants are rogues 
or not. If they are, I'll baſtinado the raſcals; if "2 J 
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T think I ought to pay for my impertinence. Pray 
tell me, is not your Robert acquainted with my people ? 
Perhaps he may give a little light into the thing. 
Free. To tell you the truth, Mr Lovel, you ſer- 
vants are fo abandoned, that I have forbid him your 
houſe. However, if you have a mind to aſk him any 
queſtion, he ſhall be forthcoming. 
Tov. Let us have him. | 
Free. You ſhall: but it is an hundred to one if 
get any thing out of him; for though he is a — 140 
neſt fellow, yet he is ſo much of a ſervant, that he'll 
never tell any thing to the diſadvantage of another, 
Who waits? [ Enter ſervant.) Send Robert to me. 
8 ſervant.) And what was it determin'd you upon 

is project at laſt ? 

Zov. This letter. It is an rag wa _ _ - 
dught not to be regarded; but it ethin 
— and put me upon ſatisfying my curioſity - Read 
it. | "I [ Gives the letter. 

Free. I ſhould know ſomething of this hand ¶ Read;. 

% To Peregrine Lovel, Eſq; 
2 your honour, 

« I take the liberty to acquaint your honour, that 
« you are ſadly cheated by your ſervants —— Your ho- 
* nour will find it as I fay——-I am not willing to be 
„ known; whereof, if I am, it may bring one into 


— Odd and honeſt! Well—and now what are the ſteps 

you intend to take ? [Returns the letter. 
Zov. I ſhall immediately apply to my friend the ma- 

nager for a diſguiſe Under the form of a gawky coun- 

try boy, I be an eye-witneſs of my ſervants be- 

haviour.—You muſt aſſiſt me, Mr Freeman. 

Free. As how, Mr Lovel? 

Lov. My plan is this—I gave it out that I was going 
to my borough in De er and yeſterday ſet out 
with my ſervant in great form, and lay at Baſingſtoke.— 
Free. Well? 

Lov. J ordered the fellow to make the beſt of his way 
down into the country, and told him that I would — 
| * 
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low him; ,inſtead of that, I turn'd back, and am juſt 


come to town : Ecge fignum . [ Points to bis boots. 


Free. It is now one o'clc 


viſit. 
Free. How will you get in? 
Lov. ws Le RR 


introduced to Philip as one of your tenants ſons, who 


wants to be made a good ſervant of. 

Free. They will certainly diſcover you. 

Lov. Never fear; I'll be fo — that you 
ſhall not know me. As they are thoroughly per- 
ſnaded I am many miles off, they'll be more eaſily im- 
poſed on. Ten to one but they begin to celebrate my 
departure with a drinking bout, if they are what you 
deſcribe them. 

Free. Shall 8 y your part? 3 

Lev. I am riſed, Mr Freeman, that you, who 
have known me from my infancy, ſhould not remember 
my abilities in that way.— But you old fellows have 
* ſhort memories. 

Free. What ſhould I remember ? 

Lev.“ How I play'd Daniel in the Conſcious Lovers 
at ſchool, and afterwards arriv'd at the diſtinguiſhed 
character of the mighty Mr Scrub— , [ Mimicting. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! that is very well-——Enough— 


Here is Robert. 
Enter Robert. | 
Rob. Your honour order'd me to wait on you. 
Free. I did, Robert. Robert 
Rob. Sir — 
Free. Come here. —You know, Robert, h have a 
good opinion of your integrity. 


Rob. I have always endeavoured that your honour 


ſhould. 


Free. Pray, have not you ſome teme amon 
Mr Lovel's . people? g 1 4 

Rob. A lite: pleaſe your honour, 

Free. How do they ——— We have nobody but 
friends—you may ſpeak out. ; 

Lov. Ay, Robert, ſpeak out. | 


Reb. 


Lev. This very aftemoon 1 tall pay e people » 
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Rob. I hope your honours will not inſiſt on * my" fay- 
ing any thing in an affair of this kind. 
Lov. Oh, — we do inſiſt—If you know any thing 
Rob: Sir, 1 am but a ſervant myſelf; and it would 
not become me to ſpeak ill of a brother ſervant. 
Free. Pſha! this is falſe 5 0s 27 out. 
Rob. Don't oblige me, good 8 Conſider, Sir, 
a ſervant's bread depends upon his 3 er 
Tov. But if a ſervant uſes me il 
Nob. Alas, Sir! what is one man's — is another 
man's meat. q 

Free. You ſee how they vibe for one nſiother. pn 1 

Rob: Service, Sir, is no inheritance.—A ſervant that 
is not approv'd in one place, may give ſatisfaction in 
another. Every body muſt live, your honour. © 

Lov. I like your heartineſs as well as your caution ; 

but i my caſe, it is neceſſary that I 2 know the 

trut | * 

Rob. The truth, Sir, is not to be ſpeken at al times; 
it may bring one into trouble, whereofif— - 

Wt [Mufing.] © Whereof if” —Pray, Mr Lovel, 

let me ſee that 5 © again. * Foot the letter. ]— 

Aye—It muſt be ſo.— Robert rg 

Rob. Si- — | 

Free. Do you know any thing oQ this ber No 28 

- Rob. Letter, your honour? ; 

Free. Yes, letter. 

Reb. J have ſeen the hand Pore. | 

Lov. He bluſhes! | 

Free. I aſk you, if you were i in 9 
this letter Vou never told me a lie yet, und I . 1 
the truth from you noẽw-w. 

Rob. Pray, your honour, don't aſk me: 

Free. Did you write it ?—Anſwer me,— - 

Reb. I cannot deny it. [Bowing. ] 

Lo. What indue'd you to it? 

Rob. I will tell truth. —I have ſeen ſuch waſte and 
extravagance, and riot and drunkenneſs, in your kitch- 
den, Sir, that, as my maſter's friend, I could 1 not help 
* diſcovering it to you. : 
| Lov. Go on. | | 
" Rob. I am ſorry to fay i it to your — but your 

honour 


, 
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honour is not e impoſed on, but laughed at by all your 
ſervants, eſpecially by Philip, who is'a—very bad man. 

Lev. Philip? An ungrateful dog! — Well? 

Rob. I could not preſume to ſpeak to your honour ; 
and therefore I reſolv*'d, though but 4 poor ſcribe, to 
write your honour's letter. 

Low. Robert, on greatly indebted to you=-Here— | 


* [Offers money, 

Rob. On any other nocount "tha this, I ſhould be 
proud to receive your Konour's bounty; but now I beg 
to be excus'd. Refuſes the money. 

Lov. Thou haſt a nable- heart; Robert; and PI not 
forget you. Freeman, he muſt — in the ſeeret.— Wait 
your maſter's orders. — 2 

Rab. I will, your honour. [Exit- 

. Free. Well; Sir, are you lee 1 

Liv. Convinc'd? Yes; and I'll be among the ſcoun- 
| drels hefore night. Von or Robert muſt contrive ſome 
way or other to get me introducꝰd to Philip as one of 
your cottagers boys out of Eſſex. 

' Free: Ha, ha, ha l you'll make à fine figure. 

- £90. They ſhall make a fine figure. It muſt be 
Jon this afternoon : walk with me acroſs the park, and 
PI tell you the whole. My name ſhall be emmy; 
—and 1 am come to be a gentleman's ſervatt=—and wilt © 


do my ben. and hope to get a good carackter. | 
[5 Mimickin 


Frog: Bot vbat will you do if you find them raſcals? 
Lev. Difcover yo, and blow them all to the de- 


vil. Come 
Free. Ha, ha, ha 1——Bravo—Jertmy —Bravo, 
ha, hat | [Exeant. 
0 8 The Park. 
Duke's Servant. 4 


Whiat wide are ordinary ſervants that go on in 
the ſame vulgar track every day! eating, working, 
and ſleeping !—But we, who. have the honour to ſerve 
the nobility, are of another ſpecies, We are above the 
common forms, have. fervants to wait * upon us, and are 
as lazy and luxurious as our maiters—Ha N dear 
Sir Harry 

Vor. J. K | Euter 
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(Eater Sir Harry's Servant.) 


Hos have you done theſe thouſand years? 


Sir Har. My Lord Duke !—your grace 's moſt-obe- 
dient ſervant. 

Duke. Well, baronet, and where have you been ? 

Sir Har. At Newmarket, my Lord.——We have 
bad dev'liſh fine ſport. 

Duke. And a good appearance, I hear—Pox take i it, 
I ſhould have been there; but our old ducheſs died, and 
we were obliged to keep houſe, for the decency of the 


8+ 
Sir Har. 1 pick'd up fifteen pieces. 
Dake. Pſha! a trifle ! 
Sir Har. The viſcount's people have been bloodily 


taken in this meeting. 
Dnke. Credit me, baronet, they know nothing of 
- the turf. 
Sir Har. I aſſure you, my lord, they loſt ev? ry match ; 
for Crab was beat hollow, eſs threw his rider, and 
Miſs Slammerkin had the diftemper. 
Duke. Ha, ha, ha! I'm glad on't.——Tafte this 
ſnuff, Sir H [Offers his box. 


Sir Har. *Tis good rapee. 

Duke. Right — 1 n y; and of my 
_ importing. | 

Sir Har. Aye! 

Duke. The city-people adulterate i it h confoundedly, 
that I always import my own ſnuff. —I wiſh my lord 
would do the ſame ; but he is ſo indolent. —When did 
you fee the girls? I faw lady Bab this morning; but, 
fore Gad, whether it be love or reading, ſhe look'd as 

as 2 penitent. 

Sir Har. I have juſt had this card from Lovel's people. 
—[Reads.] = Phitip and Mrs Kitty preſent their 
compliments to Sir Harry, and defire the honour of 
his company this evening, to be of a ſmart party, and 
ce eat a bit of ſupper.” “ 

Duke. I have the ſame invitation. Their maſter, it 
ſeems, is gone to his borough, 

Sir Har. You'll be with us, my Lord philip $ 
A blood. —— 

Duke. 


BELOW STATRS. 111 


Duale. A buck of the firſt head. PU tell you a ſe- 
cret, he's going to be married. | 

Sir Har. To whom ? 

Duke. To Kitty. 

Sir Har. No! 

Duke. Yes he is; and I intend to euckichd him. 

Sir Har. Then we may depend upon your Grace for 
certain. Ha, ha, hat” 

Duke. If our houſe breaks up in a tolerable time, I'N 
be with you. Have you any thing for us? 

Sir Har. Yes, a little bit, of poetry, —1I muſt be at 
the Cocoa-tree myſelf till eight. 
Dae. Heigh ho !—1I am quite out of bare had 
a damn'd Jebauch laſt night, baronet. Lord Fran- 
cis, Bob the biſho 41, tipt off four bottles of Bur- 

ndy a-piece. 212 there are two fine girls coming ! 
Fai ith—lady Bab—aye, and lady Charlotte. 


[ Takes out- his glaſs. 

Sir Har. We'll not join them. 

Dyke. O yes—Bab is a fine wench notwithſtanding 
her complexion ; though I ſhou'd be glad ſhe would 
keep her teeth cleaner.——Your Engliſh women are 
damn'd negligent about their teeth. How is your 
Charlotte in that particular? 

Sir Har. My Charlotte ! 

Duke. Ay, the world ſays you are to have her. 

Sir Har. I own I did keep her company; but we 
are off, my Lord. 

Duke. How fo? 

Sir Har. Between you and me, ſhe has a mer 
thick pair of legs. 

Duke. Oh! damn it that's inſufferable. 

Sir Har. Beſides, ſhe's a fool, and maſs'd her op- 
portunity with the old counteſs. 


Duke. I am afraid, baronet, you love m p=>Rot + 


it, I never fave a ſhilling. Indeed I am ſure of a place 
in the exciſe. Lady Charlotte is to be of the: party 
to-night ; how do you manage that? 

Sir Har. Why, we do meet at a third place; are 
very civil, and look queer, and laugh, and abuſe one 
another, and all that, 

Date. A-la-mode, ha Here they Are. 


K 2 S 
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Sir ** Ard 06 antics. [They retire. 

Enter Lady Bab's Maid and Lady Charlotte's Maid. 

L. Bab. Oh fie, lady Charlotte you are quite inde- 
dicate; I am ſorry for your taſte. 

T. Char. Well, I for it again, I lore Vauxhall. 

Z. Bab. O my flars! wh there is nabody there 
but filthy citizen. 

L. Char. We were in bopes dos miſng the price 
would have kept them out, ha, ha, ha 

L. Bab. Ha, ha, ha l——Runelow for my money. 

L. Char. Now you talk of Rune/aw, when Ns pon 
ſee the colonel, lady Bab? 

I.. Bab. The —— I hate the fellow. He had 
the aſſurance to talk of a en Glouceſterſnire be- 
fore my face. 

L. Char. He is a pretty Av for all that Gol 
diers, you know, have their miſtreſſes ev'ry Where. 

L. Aab. I deſpiſe him. How goes on your affair 

with the baronet ? 
L. Gar. . and I mall 
have nothing to ſay to him. Vou are to be at . 
vel's to- night, lady Bab? 
L. Bal. Unleſs I alter my mind—I don'y eie vi Vis 
Sting theſe commoners, Lady Charlotte. 

L: Char. Oh, but Mrs Kitty has taſte. 


L. Bab. She affe&s it 
L. Char. The duke is fond of ber, ed he bas judge- 


ment. 


L. Bab. The duke might ſhew his judgment much 
U up ber head. 

Le There he is, and the baronet too. Take 
no notice of chem. We'll rally them by- and-by. 

L. Bab. Dull fouls! Let us ſet up a Joud laugh, 
and leave *em. 
IL. Gier. Ay—det us — for the common people 
do ſo ſtare at us—we ſhall certainly be mobb' d. 


Beth. Ha, ha, ba!—ha, ha, ha! [Exeunt. 
Duke and Sir Harry come forewmard. 
Dude. They certainly ſaw us, and are gone off laugh- 
ing at us. I muſt follow. 


Sir Har. No, no. 
Duke. I myſt I muſt have a party of raillery with 


them, 
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them, a bon mot or fo. Sir Harry, you'll excuſe me; 
Adieu; I'll be with you in the Gang, if poſſible: 
though, hark ye ! there is a bill depending in our houſe, 


which the miniſtry make a point of our attending; and 


ſo you know, mum ! we muſt mind the ſtops of the 
great fiddle.— Adieu. [ Exit. 

Sir Har. What a coxcomb this is ! and the fellow 
can't read. It was but the other day that he was cow- 
boy in the country; then was bound prentice to a 
perriwig- maker, got into my lord duke's family, and 
now ſets up for a fine gentleman. O Tempora, 0 More! 

Re-enter Duke's Servant: 
Date. Sir Harry, prithee what are we to do at Lo- 
vePs when we come there ? 

Sir Har. We ſhall have the gadlee, 1 ſuppoſe... 

Duke. The fiddles! I have done with - nor E ever 
ſince the laſt fit of the gout. I'll tell you what, my 
dear boy, I poſitively cannot be with them, unleſs we 
have a Rue [Maker a motion as if with the dice- bar. 

Sir Har. Fie, my lord duke.. | 

Dake. Look ye, baronet, I inſiſt on it, —— Who the 
devil of any faſhion” can —— ſpend an evening 
without it 2— But I ſhall loſe the girls. How grave 
you look, ha, ha, ha! — Well, let there be fiddles. 

Sir Har. But, my dear lord, 1 ſhall be quite miſer-- 
able without you.— 

Duke. Welk 1 won't be particulas; vn do as the reſt 
do.— Tol, lol, lol. — finging and dancing.. 
Sir Har. ( ſoles.) He had — laſt winter, 
to court a tradeſman's daughter in the city, with two 
thouſand pounds to her fortune, —and got me to write 
his love- letters. He pretended to be an enfign in a 

— regiment ; ſo wheedled the old folks into con- 
_ would have carried the girl off, but was un- 
ckily. prevented by the waſherwoman, who 
to be his firſt — OT" 
Enter Philip. 
—— Mr Philip, your ſervant. 

Phil. You are welcome to England, Sir Harry; IL 
hope you received the card, and will do us the honour” 
of your company. My maſter. is gone into Devon-- 
fhire—We'll have a roaring night. 

E's Sir 


* 
— — Þ% c— 


Sir Har, I'll certainly wait on you. 
- Phih.. The be with ns. 

Si Hor. Is this a wedding-ſupper, Philip:? 

Phil. What do F 

Sir Har. Tur duke tells me 0 

bi The duke's a fool. 

| Siy Hor: Take care what you ſay; his grace is a 

is ©pagil. of the! ape academy; and not 
afmid of him, I aſſure you. Sir Harry, we'll have a 
hobls Gadchwy havelluck: wake Sor you 1 - 1 

Sir Har. I am man, Phil. 

PR. Egad the cellar ſhall bleed: I have me Bur- 
pundy that is fit for an emperor. My maſter would 

ve given his ears for ſome of it t'other day, to treat 

my 2 what d'ye-call-him with; but 1 3 it 
was gone — ha! .chari at home, ha 
Odſo, here is Mr — a, too Art —— friend; 
he's a dry one Don't let Us oP 176,10" N 
he'll ſufpett ſomething. - 

Sir Hor. I am gone. 

Phil. An aways — remember—Burgung 18 the 
word. 


Sir Har. Right—Lo carks! ha, Phil! CMimicks | 
the drawing M cord. Your's. Eri. 

Pbil. Now for a caſt of my office A ftarch 
1 and as many lies as neceſſary.— 

Enter Freeman. 

Free. Oh, Phaihp--How do you do, Pap -von 
have loft your maſter, I find. 

Phil. It is aloſs indeed, Sir.—So good a gentleman ! 
— he nedrhy got inte Deventhire by dhix-bime 
Sir, your ſervant. 1 

Free. Why in fuch a hurry, Philip? 

| Phil. L ſhall leave the houſe as little as. «poſſible, now 
his honour 5. away. 

Free. You are in the right, Philip. 

Phil. Servants at ſuch times are too apt to be negli - 
gent and extravagant, Sir. 

Fires True; the maſter's abſence is the time to try » 
good ſervant in. x 
__ #4. It is ſo, an your ſervant. T Going. 


Free. 
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Free. Ob, Reer 


2 piece of ſervice. 

Phil. You command me, Sir— * 

Free. 1 look upon you, Philip, as one of the bet 
behaved, moſt ſenſible, completeſt 1 bow] raſcals 
in the world. 0 Aſide. 

| Phil. Your honour is pleaſed to 

Free. There is a tenant of mine in — a very ho- 
veſt man Poor fellow, he has a great number of 
children 1 and they have ſent me one of em, a tall 
gawky boy, to make a ſervant of; but 2 
they can do nothing with him. | 

Phil. Let me —— him, Sir. 

Free. In truth, he is an unlick'd cub. 

- Phil. I will lick him into ſomething, I warrant you, 
Sir. Now my maſter is abſent, I ſhall have a good 
Jeal, of time upon. my; handsz.and 1 hateto-be idle, Bir: 
in two menths I'll engage to finiſh him. | 

Free. I don't doubt it. LAſcdt. 
© Phil. I have twenty pupils in the pariſh of St James's; 
and for a table, or a ſide · board, or behind an equipage, 
or in the deliyery of a meſſage, or any thing — 
Free. What have you for entrance ? 

+ Phil. I always leave it to 3 generoſity. 
| — nenn beg he may be taken 
care | 

Phil. That he hall [ promiſe you [4fde.] Your ho» 
nour knows me. 

Free. Thoroughly. IA. 

Fees. We e bir? * 

Free. Now; directiy—Call at my houſe, and take. 
him in your hand. 

" Phil. Sir, I will be with you in a minute -I will 
but ſtep into the market to let the tradeſmen know they 
en 


yp ke — is Mr Lovel in ſo excellent a ſer- 
vant |! Exit. 
Phil. Ha, ha, ba! This is one of my maſter's pru- 
dent friends, who dines with him three times a-week, 
aud thinks he is mighty generous in giving me five gui- 
RN ncas 


— 
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neas at Chriſtmas. Damn all ſuch ſneaking ſcoun- 

drels, I ſay. | [Exit: 
SCENE, The Servants Hall in Lovel's Houſe. 


Kingſton and Coachman, drunk and ſleepy. 
, [A knocking at the door. 
— Somebody knocks————Coeachy, go go 
3 bathine black dog 
Coach, I'll not you go you 3 
Kinſ. Devil ſhall feteh me if I go. [ Knecking. 
Coach. Why then let em ftay—Pll not e 
Ay, knock the door down, and let yourſelf in. 
ö CLAnocting. 
Kingf. Ay, ay, knock again— knock again 
Coach. Maſter is gone into Devonſhire—ſo he can't 
be there—So I'll go to fleep. . 


ps. wn will I— I'll go to too. 
Coach. You lie, devil——you ſhall not go to ſleep 
till I am aſleep ] am king of the kitchen. 

Kingſ. No, you are not king ; but when you are 
drunk, you are ſulky as hell. — Here is cooky. coming 
— ſhe is king and queen too. 

Cook. Somebody — | the doo —— 

. k'd at oor 
times, and nobody hears — Why, coachman—Kingſ- 
ton——Ye drunken bears, why don't one of you go ts 

Coach. You go, cook; you go— 

Cool. e e W 34s \ 
Kingſ. Yes, Yes, 3 , Pollfy, go— 
Cal On you black 2 "A none of my buſi- 

neſs, and go 1 will not. - | Sits down. 
Enter Philip i.] Lovel diſgui,'d. 

- Phil. I might have flaid at the door all night, as the 

little man in the play ſays, if I had not had the key of 

the door in my pocket What is come to you all? 

Cock. There is John ooachman and Kingſton as drunk 
as two bears. | | 

Phil. Ah, ha! my lads; what, finiſt'd already? 
Theſe are the very beſt of ſervants—— Poor fellows, I 
ſuppoſe they have been drinking their maſter's good 
journey-—— ha, ha, ha! 2 
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Phil. Yo ho! get to-bed, you dogs, and f — 


ſclves ſober, that you may be able de 
by- and-by— They are as fad 68 ch Jemmy. 
Lov. Hon? 
Phil. Do you love drinking? 
Lo. 1 2 — 5 
Phil. You dog, m in TH! 
Low — | what's that ? 
Phil. Cook, wake thoſe honeſt gentleman, * ſend 
them to bed. 
Cook. It is impoſlible 3 them, 
Lov. 1 think 1. could. wehe Tem; 0hy 90) maghd— 


beh— | 
5 — 1 Jemmy, wake dem, Jemmy—ba, ha, ha ! 
[ Gives him « great flap on the face, 
| Coach. Ob! ch What L—Zounds i— Oh bey 
ou * 

/ Lov. What, blaokey | blackey l [Pulls him by 2 
Cot tam you.” 

Lov. Ha, ha ! 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha !-—Well done, lens. Oe, 
ſee thoſe gentry to bed. 

Cook. Marry come up, F ſay ſo too; not 1 3 

Gn She ſhan't ſee us to bed—We'll ſee n 
to 


Kinſ We got drunk together, and we'll go to-bed 


hat You ſee how we live, boy. 

Lou. Yes, I ſees how you live 

Phil. Let the ſupper be elegant, cook. 

Cook. Who pays for it ? 

Phil. My maſter, to be ſure ; who elſe ? ha, ha, ha! 
He is rich enough, I hope, ha, ha, ha! 

Tov. Humbh! LA. 
Phil. Each of us mult take a part, and fink it in our 

next weekly bills ; that is the way. 
Lov. Soh! 72 5 Adu. 
Cook. Prithee, Philip, what boy is this ? 
Phil. A boy of Freeman's recommending. x 

4 Us 
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| Phil. I intend, before our * to ſettle ſome- 
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Tov. Yes, I'm ſquire Freeman's boy heh 

Cool. Freeman is a ſtingy hound, and you may tell 
kin I fay ſo. He dines here three times a week, and [ 
— colour of his money yet. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha! that is good-——Freeman (hal 
Rave it. 122 

Cook, I muſt ſtep to the tallow-chandler's to di — 
of ſome of my perquiſites ; and then I'Il ſet about ſupper. 

Phil. Well ſaid, cook, that is right, the 1 is 
the thing, cook. 

Cook. Cloe, Cloe! where are you, Cloe te 

Enter Cloe. 

Cool. Take that box and follow me. [ Exit. 

Cloe. Yes, miſtreſs [Takes the box: ]— Who is this ? 
[ſeeing Lovel. ]J—— Hee, hee, hee——Oh—— This is 
pretty boy—— Hee, hee, hee! Oh This is pret- 


by red. hair, bee, hee, Bee -Von mall be in love 


with me by-and-by—— Hee, hee! 
[Exit chucking Lovel under the chin. 
Lev. A very pretty amour [ Aſde.] Oh la! what a 
fine room js this )—Is this the Gaing- -room, pray Sir? 


Phil. No; our 
Lov. La! la! what » fn Idy ber j>—Thin is ma- 
dam, I ſuppoſe. 


. Phil. Where have you been Kitty? 
Ent er k . 

Kit. I have been diſpoſin ſome of his honour's 

ſhirts, and other linen, which it is a ſhame his honour 

ſhould wear any longer. Mother Barter is above, and 


waits to know if you have any commands for her. 


Phil. I ſhall diſpoſe of my wardrobe to-morrow. 


Kit. Who have we here! [I L0ovel bows. 
Phil. A boy of Freeman's; a poor filly fool 
Loy, Thank you [ Afrde. 


Phil. 1 intend the entertainment ** 2 as a 
compliment to you, Kitty. 
Kit. I am your humble, Mr Phili 
Phil. But I I may ſee none of: your airs, or how 
any of your French gibberiſh with the duke. 
Kit. Don't be jealous, Phil.  [ Fawningly. 


thing 
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thing handſome upon you z and with the five hundred 
pounds which I have already ſaved in this extravagant 
fellow's famuly —— | | 
Lov. A dog! [Afide.]J-——O la, la! what! have you 
got five hundred pounds ? 
Phil. Peace, blockhead — 
Kit. I'll tell you what you ſhall do, Phil. 
Phil. Ay, what ſhall I do? | 
Kit. You ſhall ſet up a chocolate-houſe, my dear— 
Phil. Yes, and be cuckolded | [ Apart. 
Kit. You know my education was & very genteel one. 
I was a half-boarder at Chelſea, and I ſpeak French 
like a native Comment vous porter vous, Mounfieur. 


[Autwaraly. 

Phil. Pſha, pſha 

Kit. One is nothing without French—! ſhall ſhine in 
the bar—Do you ſ French, boy ! 5 

Lov. Anon | 

Kit. Anon—O the fool! ha, ha, ha !-—-Come here, 
do, and let me new-mould you a little—You muſt be a 
good boy, and wait upon the gentlefolks to-night. 

[ She ties and powders bit hair. 

Lov. Yes, an't pleaſe you, I'll do my beſt. 

Kit. His beſt! O the-natural !—This is a ftrange 
head of hair of thine, boy—lt is ſo coarſe, and ſo ca- 
rotty. by | 
Lov. All my brothers and fiſters be red in the pole. 
Phil. Kit. 2 ha, ha [Langh. 

Kit. There—Now you are ſomething like Come, 
Philip, give the boy a leſſon, and then I'll lecture him 
out of the Servant's Guide. 

Phil. Come, Sir, firſt, Hold up your head—very 
well Turn out your toes, Sir very well Now 


call coach 
Lov. What is call coach? ; fi] 
Phil. Thus, Sir—Coach, coach, coach! [ Loud. 
Lov. Coach, coach, coach! '  [ Imitating. 
Phil. Admirable! the knave has a good ear—Now, 

Sir, tell me a lie. | | ; 
Lov. O la! I never told a lie in all my life. | 
Phil. Then it is high-time you ſhorld begin now; 

what is a ſervant good for that can't tell a lie? 


Kit. 
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Kit. And ſtand in it -N ll lecture him {Takes 
out a book.) This is “ The ſervant's guide to wealth, 
« by Timothy Shoulderknot, formerly ſervant to ſeve- 
«, ral noblemen, and now an officer in the cuſtoms ne- 
« ceſſary for all ſervants.” 

Phil. Mind, Sir, what excellent rules the book con- 
tains, and remember 8 Kitty, be- 

et it for — your — 
44 To be the matter, not the man, 
„And do as little as you can 
* He, he, he !-—— Yes, IU do ating all 
not 
Kit. «At market, —— it ſtealing 
« "Toi with n cali 3 
10 1 — — : 4. 

Pit. You will r hee Ar. better one day or 
ether, boy 

Kit. 175 th 

* — maſter able 

« To judge — in the ſtable: 

« If ke ſhould roughly ſpeak his mind, 

Or to diſmiſs you ſeems inclin'd, 

% Lame the beſt horſe, or break his wind. 
Lov. Oddines! -that's good—he, he, he ! 
Lit. To the coachman. 

« Tf your good maſter on you doate, 

« Ne'er leave his houſe to ſerve a ſtranger ; 
© But pocket hay, and ſtraw, and oats, 
„% And let the horſes eat the munger.” 
Ter. Eat the manger!—he, he, he! 
Kit. I won't give you too much at a time—Here;, 


boy, take the book, and read it every neg and morn- 
ing before you ſay * prayers. 


Phil. Ha, ha, ha! very good; but now for buſineſs. 
Kit. Right—I'll go and get one of the damaſk table- 
cloths, and ſome 12 and be ſure, Phil. your ſide- 


board is very ſmart. [.Extt. 
Pbil. That it ſnall Come, Jemmy—— Exit. 
Lov. 80h —9 9h11. N | "CB 
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ACT II. 


Scent, The Setvants Hall, with the Supper and Side- 
board ſet out. 


Paitte, Kirry, and Lover. 


Kit. ELL, Phil, what think you? Don't 
| we look very ſmart !—— Now let en 
come as ſoon as they will, we ſhall be ready for em. 

Phil. Tis all very well; but . 

Kit. But what? | 

Phil, Why, I wiſh we could get that ſnarling cur, 
Tom, to make one. | 

Kit. What is the matter with him ! 

Phil. J don't know—he is a queer fon of a 
Kit. Oh, I know him; he is one of your ſneaking 
half · bred fellows, that prefers his maſter's intereſt to 
his own. + | 

Phil. Here he is. 

And LE — night, Tom? 
—And why won't you make one to- night, Tom? 
Here's 2 — and all of us. 

Tem. I tell you again, I will not make one. 

Phil. We ſhall have ſomething that's 

Tom. mew make your maſter pay for it. 

Phil. I warrant, now, think yourſelf might 
honeſt— ha, ha, ha! 2 1 

Tom. A little honeſter than you, I hope, and not 
brag —_— | 3 

Ait. ou, Mr Honeſty, don't be ſaucy— 

Lov. This "4 worth 14 LHae. 

Ton, Wit, madam, you are afraid for your cully, 
are you? 


Kit. Cully, firrab, cully ! Afraid, ſirrah ! afraid of 


what ? {Goes wp to Tom. 
Phil. Ay, Sir, afraid of what ? 

6 Loet up on the other fide. 

Lov. Ay, Sir, afraid of what? [ Goes up too. 


Tom. I value none of you know your tricks. 
Phil. What do you know, Sirrah ? * 

Kit. Ay, what do you know? 

Vor. I. L Low. 


_ 3234 os 
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Lov. Ay, Sir, what do you know ? 
Tom. I know that you two are in fee with every 
tradeſman belong! = the houſe—and that you, Mr 


Clodpole, are in a fair way to be hang'd.— 
[ Strikes Lovel. 
Phil. What do you ftrike the ann 
| Lov. It is an honeſt blow. DA. 
bring a ſcandal upon us all. 
it. Come, none of your e Tom. 


Tom. Egad, madam, the gentry may well complain, 
when they get ſuch ſervants as you in their houſes — 
There's your good friend, mother Barter, the old cloaths 
woman, the greateſt thief in town, juſt now gone out 
with her apron full of his honour's linen. 

Kit. Well, Sir, and did you never —— ha? 3 

Tam. No, never: 1 have lived with his honour four 
years, and never took the value of that [ Snapping bi? 
fingers. ]—His honour is a prince, gives noble wages, 
and keeps noble company ; and yet you two are not 
contented, but cheat * wherever you can lay your 
fingers. —Shame on 

; > The fellow — thought a rogue. is the only ho- 
neſt ſervant in my houſe. LAlde. 

Kit. Out you — er. 

Phil. Well, go tell his honour, do— ha, ha, ha! 

Tom. I ſcorn that Damn an informer !—But yet I 

Hope his honour will find you two out one day or other, 
— that's all [ Exit. 

Kit. This fellow muſt be taken care of. 

Phil. I'll do his buſineſs for him, when his honour 
comes to town. 

. Lov. You lie, you ſeoundrel, vou will not. LA de. 
—0 la! here is a fine gentleman. 

| Enter Duke's Servant. 

Duke. Ah, ma chere creed 3 vous 

| pune vous ? [ Salute. 

Kit. Fort bien, je vous remercier, Monſieur. 

Phil. Now we ſhall have nonſenſe by wholeſale. 

Duke. How do you do, Philip ? ; 

Phil. Your grace's humble ſervant. 

Duke, But, my dear — [Talk m- 
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Phil. Jemmy. 

. Lov. Anon? 

Phil. Come along with me, and: PI make you free 
of the cellar. . 

Lov. Yes—l will—But won't you aſk he to drink ?- 


Phil. No, vo; he will have his ſhare by-and- by 


Lov. Yes. [Exeunt Philip and Lovel. 
Kit. Indeed I thought your grace an age in coming. 
Duke. Upon honour, our houſe is but this moment 
up.—You have a damn'd vile collection of pictures I ob- 
ſerve, above ſtairs, Kitty. Your ſquire has no taſte. 

Kit. No taſte! that's impoſſible, for he has laid out 
a vaſt deal of money. 

Duke. There is not an original picture i in the whole 
collection Where could he pick em up ? 

Kit. He employs three or four men to buy for him, 
and he always pays for originals. 

Duke. Donne moi votre eau de luce My head 
aches confoundedly [ She giver a ſneling tote —Kiney, 
my dear, I hear you are going to be married. 

Kit. Pardonnez moi for —_ be godfather $94 

Duke. If you a boy, Þ 1 

Kit. nk . Juke ! ——[I am thinking, my 
lord, when I had the honour to ſee you firſt, 

Duke. At the play, Mademſeille. 

Kit. Your grace loves a play? 

; . No it is a dull, old-faſhiened entertainment; 
e it — 

Kit. Well, give me a | 

Due. It — not be 1 = then—You are 
deviliſn hangſome, Kate—Kiſs me— [Offers to kiſs ber. 

Enter Sir Harry's Servant. 

Sir Har. Oho !—are you — oak my Lord 
Duke? That may do very well by-and-by——How- 
ever, you'll never find me behind hand. 

[Offers te kiſs ber 


Duke. Stand off, you are a commoner—Nothing un⸗ 
der nobility approaches Kitty. | 
Sir Har. You are ſo deviliſh proud of your — 
Now, I think, we have more true — cw 
Let me tell you, Sir, a knight of the — 
L 2 Dole 
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Duke. A knight of the ſhire ! ha, ha, ha! a mighty 
honour, truly,. to repreſent all the fools in the county. 
Kit. O lud! this is charming, to fee two noblemen 


Sir Har. Why, any fool be born to a title, but 
E. Well id, Sir Harry, that i good mori 
it, Well faid, Sir . t is i | 
Duke. I hope you = 2 be- 
reditury honours and the huzzas of a mob. | 
Kit. Very ſmart, my lord Now, Sir Harry 
Sir Har. Mprcidioati of — 
to ſcreen from debt 


Dute. Zounds, Sir, what do you mean by that? 


Kit. Hold, hold! I ſhall have ſome fine old noble 


blood ſpilt here Ha' done, Sir Harry 
Sir Har. Not I Why, he is always valuing him - 


ſelf upon his upper houſe. 
Duke. We have dignity. [ Slow. 
Sir Har. But what becomes of your dignity, if we 
refuſe the ſupplies? [| Nuict. 


Ait. Peace, peace Here's Lady 
Enter Lady Bab's Servant in a Chair. 

Dear lady Bab K 

Lady Bab. Mrs Kitty, your ſervant ] was afraid of 
taking cold, and ſo ordered the chair down ſtairs. Well, 
and how do you do? My lord Duke, your ſervant — 
and Sir Harry too—your's. 

Due. Your ladyſhip's devoted 

Bab. I'm afraid I have treſpaſſed in point of 

time [ Looks on her watch. J— But I got into my fa- 
vourite author. 

Duke. Yes, I found her ladyſhip at her ſtudies this 


moruing Some wicked poem 
Lady Bab. O you wretch!—I never read but one 
book. | | 


Kit. What is your ladyſhip fo fond of? ' 

Lady Bab. Shik/pur. Did you never read Shikſpur ? 
Tit. Shikſpur ! Sbilſbur !. Who wrote it ?No, 
I vever read Shilſpur. 

Lady Bab. Then you have an immenſe pleaſure to 
come. N = 
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Kit. Well then, PII read it over one afternoon or 
other Here's Lady Charlotte. 

Enter La * s Maid in - Chair. 
Dear Lad 

Lady Char. Cn Mrs Mrs Katy, I thought 1 never ſhou'd 
have reach'd your houſe——Such à fit of the colic 
ſeiz'd me—— Oh, Lady Bab, how — — has your — 
ſhip been here My chairmen | 
My Lord Duke! the pink of all god breedinge 

Duke. O Ma'am— . 

Lady Char, And Sir Harry 1-—Your ——. 

arry. [ Formally. 

Sir Har. Madam, your ſervant—lT am ſorry to hear 
your ladyſhip has been ill.— 

Lrdy Char. You muſt give me leave to doubt the ſin- 
cerity of that ſorrow, Sir Remember the Park. 

Sir Har. The Park! I'll explain that affair, ow: 
dam. 

Lady Char. I want none of your explanations. 
|  [Scornfully. 

Sir Har. ; Wo lady Charlotte ! 

Lady Char. No, Sir ; I have obſerv'd your epolneſs 
of late, and deſpiſe uA trumpery baronet ! 
Sir Har. I fee how it is; nothing will ſatisfy you 
but nobility That fly dog the marquis 

Lady Char. None — your reflections, Sir The 
marquis is a perſon of honour, and 2 
ter a lady's fortune, as you. meanly did. 

Sir Har. I—I— Madam? I. for ſuch a thing—- 
I aſſure you, Madam, I never—that. is to ſay——Egad* 
I am confounded My Lord Duke, what ſhall I fay- 
to her? Pray help me out— _ LA lade. 

Duke. Ae her toe her letra ha,. 2 

Enter Philip and Lovel, loaded with bottles 15 
. Here, my little peer here is wine that will | 
ennoble your blood —— Both. your ladyſhips moſt hum-- 
ble ſervant. 

Lov. [| Afecting to. be drunk. ]. Both. your ladyſhips: 
moſt humble ſervant. 

Kit. Why, Philip, you have made the boy drunk. 

Phil. I have made him free of the cellar—ha, ha, ha!! 
4 L. Leu. 


126 ”" "H1GH LIFE 


Lov. Yes, I 

Phil. He has had a fmack of every fort of wine, 
from humble Port to imperial Tokay. 

Lov. Yes, I have been drinking 


ther to ſupper ? © Have you had your tea 
All. A dance, a dance !—* no tea—no tea. 


© beat time with ? | 

* All. Ha, ha, ha! [Load laugh. 

* Sir Har. What can you play, Domine ? - 

N. Any thing, an't pleaſe your honour, from a jig 
© to a ſonata. | , 

« Phil. Come here Where. are all our people? 

Enter Coachman, Cook, Kingſton, Cloe. 
I' couple you—My Lord Duke will take Kit- 
* ty,—Lady Bab will do me the honour of her hand; 
« Sir Harry and lady Charlotte—Coachman and Cook, 
and the two devils, dance together——ha, ha, ha!' 
2 With ſubmiſſion, the country-dances by- 

- Y- , — f 

Lady Char. Ay, ay, French dances before ſupper, 

and country-dances I beg the Duke and 


Kitty my go us a minuet. 
Duke. lady Charlotte, conſider my gout— 
Sir Harry will oblige us. ['Sir Harry bows. 
All. Minnet, Sir Harry—minuet, Sir Harry 
Fid. What minuet would your honours pleaſe to have? 
Kit. What minuet ? me ſee——Play Mar- 
hal Thingumbob's minuet. 
LA minuet by Sir Harry and Kitty, aukward and con- 


ce ited. , 
Lady 
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Lady Char. Mrs Kitty dances ſweetly. 
Phi. And Sir Harry delightfully, 
Duke. Well enough for a commoner. - WORE 
Phil. Come, now to ſu A gentleman and a 
lady—“ Here, reg of e money] wait without. 
F id. Ves, an't e your honour. 
| Exit with a tankard. 

Phil. [ They fit down.) We ſet the wine on the 
table Here is claret, Burgundy, and Champagne, 
and a bottle of Tokay for the ladies There are tick- 
ets on every bottle If 3 chooſes port — 

Duke. Port — Tis only fit for a dram. 

Kit. Lady Bab, what ſhall 1 ſend you ?!——Lady 
Charlotte, pray be free: the more free the more wel- 
come, as they ſay in my country.—— The gentlemen 
will be fo as to take care of themſelves. [A pau/c. 

Duke. y Charlotte, Hob or Nob!” 

Lady Char. Done—my Lord—in Burgundy, if you 


pleaſe. 
Duke. Here's your ſweetheart and mine, and the 
friends of the company. [They drink. A pauſe. 


Phil. Come, ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all 
round — 1 have a health for yon“ Here is to the 
« amendment of our maſters and miſtreſſes 

All. Ha, ha, ba, ha, ha, ha! [Loud laugh. A . 

Kit. Ladies, pray what is your opinion of a fingle- 
gentleman's ſervice ? | . 

Lady Char. Do you mean an old fingle eman ? 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! [Loud laugh. 

Phil. My Lord Duke, your toaſt. 

Phil. Oh no—A health and a ſentiment. 

Duke. A health and a ſentiment !—— No, no, let us 
have a ſong —— Sir Harry, your ſong —— 

Sir Har. Would you have it Well then—Mrs 
— we muſt call upon you Will you honour my 

e— 8 | 

All. A fong, a ſong ; ay, ay, Sir Harry's ſong — 
Sir Harry's ſon | 

Duke. A ſong to be ſure—but firſt - preludo. —— 
[&/es Kitty. — Pray, gentlemen, put it about. 

LXiſin — kiſſes Cloe heartily. 
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Sir Har. See how the devils kiſs! - 
Kit. I am really hoarſe; but—hem—I muſt clear 


up my pipes—bem———Thia is Sir Harry's ſong ; be- 


ing a new ſong, intitled and .called, The Faber 
vant ; or, All in a livery. 1 [Sings] | | 


Come here, 1 and liſten to me, 
I'll ſhow you how thoſe of ſuperior degree 
a n ; 
Chor. ] i w in this do agree, 
, Tis — fellow - ſervant, 
And there fellow-ſervant, 
And all + a livery. 


See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, 
Who bows to the great, and if they ſmile is bleſt; 
What 1 is he, I' faith, but a ſervant at beſt ? 

Cho. Both high, 8 6 
Nature made all alike, na diſtinction ſhe craves: 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its knaves ; 
For we are all ſervants, but they are all ſlaves. 

Che. Both high, * | 


The fat-ſhini on looks up to the ſhelf, 
The L miſer bows down to his pelf, 
And the curl-pated beau is a ſlave to himſelf, 
Cho. Both ned &c. 


The gay y ſparkling Wh who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lips, and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in 
Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere drudge to her charms. [arms, 
Cho. ann 
Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, ſing and 


love: 
And when ſiek of one place, to another we'll move; 
For, with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove. 
Cho. Both high and low in this do agree, 
| That tis here fellow-ſervant, 
And there fellow-ſervant, _ 
And all in a livery. 


* 
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Phil. How do you like it, my Lord Duke? 
Duke. It is a damn'd vile compoſition 
Phil. How ſo? 
Duke. O very low! very low indeed! 
Sir Har. Can you make a better? 
Duke. I hope ſo. 
Sir Har. is very conceited. 
Duke. What is concerted, you ſcoundrel ? 
Sir Har. Scoundrel !—You are a raſcal — I'll pull 
you by the noſe —— LA riß. 
Duke. Look ye, friend, don't give yourſelf airs, and 
make a diſturbance among the ladies If you are a 
gentleman, name your weapons. 
Sir Har. Weapons !—What you will—Piſtols— 
Duke. Done—bebind Montague houſe. 
Sir Har Done—with ſeconds. 
Duke. Done | 
Phil. Oh, for ſhame, gentlemen !—My Lord Duke 
— dir Harry, the ladies ! —hie ! 
{Duke and Sir Harry affect to fing. 
Phil. [A violent knocking.) What the devil can that 
be, Kitty ? * * | 
Kit. Who can it poſſibly be? | 
Phil. Kingſton, run up ftairs and peep. [Exit 
Kingſton. J It ſounds like my maſter's rap——Pray 
Heaven it is no the ¶ Enter Ki ]-—Well, King- 
ton, what is it? | n+. | 
King. It is maſter and Mr Freeman I peep'd thro? 
the key-bole, and ſaw them by the lamp - light Tom 
has juſt let them in 
brought 


Phil. The devil he has! What can have 
him back ? | 
Kit. No matter what Away with the thi 
Phil. Away with the wine — Away with the plate— 
Here, Coachman, Cook, Cloe, Kingſton, bear a : 
Out with the candles—Away, away. | 
They carry away the table, &c. 
Viſitors. What ſhall ne do > What ſhall we do? 
all run about in confuſion. 
Kit. Run up ftairs, We 
Phil. No, no, no- He'll fee you then 
Sir Har. What the devil had I to do here! 5 
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Duke. Pox take it, face it out. | 

Sir Har. Oh no; theſe Weſt-Indians are very fiery. 

on I would not have him ſee any not; e ms 
world. | 

Lov. ( without.) Philip——Where's Philip? 

Phil. Oh the devil? e s certainly coming down 
fairs —— Sir Harry, run down into the cellar—— My 
Lord Duke, get into the pantry Away, away ! 

Kit. No, no; do you put their ladyſhips into the 
pantry, and I'll take his grace into the coal-hole. 

Viſitort. Any where, any where Up the chimney, 
if you will. 


PMs ra Rl, 8 — 
4 into 1 7. 
without.) Philip 3 8 pan F 
— oming, Sir Aloud. tug. )—Kitty, have you never 
» good book t0 ce of 
Ai. Yes, here is one. 8 
Phil. Egad, this is black Monday with us—Sit down 
—— Seem to read your book——Here he is, — wr 
as a piper [ They — 
Enter — with Piſtols, affeting to be drunk; 
fellow? 
Lov. Philip, the fon of Alexander the Great, where 
!—— What the devil makes you 
morning ? 
e is very drunk indeed— Ape. }—Mrs Kitty 
I ls ee Beek, your honour. 
Free. Ay, — they have been well employed, I dare 
ſay—ha, ba, ha 
Lov. Come, Gt down, Freeman.—Lie you there— 
[ Lays „ Hag. daun. ] I come a little unexpeQedly, 
aps, 
N A go A 5 ſervant is never afraid of being caught, 


Bag. I have ſome accounts that I muſt ſettle — 

Phil. Accounts, Sir ?—To-night ? 

Lov. Yes, to-night—I find myſelf clear— 
You ſhall fee III ſettle them in a twin 

Phil. Your honour will go into the 2 

Lox. No, I'll ſettle em all here. 

Kit. Your honour muſt not fit here 
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Low. Why not? 

Kit. You will certainly take cold, en. Þ the room has 
not been waſhed above an hour. 

Lev. What a curſed lie that is! [ Afide. 

Duke. Philip Philip——Philip. [| Peeping ont. 

; Phil. Pox take you! hold your tongue—{[ Afide. 

Free. You have juft nick'd them in the very minute. 


Afide to Lovel. 
Tov. L ſind ie [Aſide to Freeman.] 
Get ſome wine, Philip Exit Philip.) Though 


I muſt eat ſomething 3 1 drink——Kitry what 
have in the pantry 

ide pantry? Lard, your honour! we are 
at board- 

Free. L could cat a morſel of cold meat. 

Lov. You ſhall have it Here Ries. — 
the pantry-door—T'll be about your board- wages! 
r now you ſhall treat your ma- 


— — — 


Kit. If I may be believed, paenongyey — 

any thing in the world in the pantry. [Oppoſing bim, 

Ang, then, we muſt be contented, Freeman, — 
Boyd param gt iam yen > | 

[Lit. down again. 

Kit. Sir, had not my maſter better go to-bed ? 

[Makes figns to Freeman that Lovel is drunk. 

Lov. Bed! not L——PIl fit here all night Tis 


very pleaſant; and like variety in life. 
Sir Har. [| peeping.] r rs Kitty — 
Kit. Peace, on your life. ( Ajide.) 


Lov. Kitty, what voice is that ? 
Kit. Nobody's, Sir.——Hem—— | 
Lv. [Philip brings wine.] Sh very well 
Now do you two march off. March off, I ſay 
Phil. We can't think of leaving your honour—For 
egad, if we do, we are undone. [Ajide. 
Lov. IG ſervice to you, Freeman This 
is good ſtu 
Free. Excellent. Som in the pantry ſneezes. 
Kit. We are undone ; priming 2 
Phil. Oh, that is the Duke s daran'd rapee. [ A/ide. 
Lov, Didu't you hear a noiſe, Charles ? - 


Free, 
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Free. Somebody ſneez'd, I thought. 

Lov. Damn it, there are thieves in the houſe 
I'll be among em [ Takes a piſtol. 

Tit. Lack-a-day, Sir, it was only the cat. 


- ſometimes ſneeze for all the world like a Chriſt ian 


Here, Jack, Jack——He has got a cold, Sir—Puſs, 


Lev. A cold! then I'll cure him———Here, Jack, 
Jack—— puſs, puſs —— 
Ait. Your honour won't be fo raſh-—Pray your 


Lov. Stand off- 
for buſineſs, with a brace of ſlugs, and well prim'd, as 


you ſee——Freeman—PIl hold you five to four 
= I'll hold you two to. one, I hit the cat through 


the —— of that rr 
Lows Jam a damn'd good markſman. Cc the piſtel, 
and points it at the —— ow for it! [4 


nislent ſhried, and all is diſcovered. ]—— Who the devil 


are all theſe? One - tHYio three four 


Phil. They are particular friends of mine, Sir; ſer- 
vants to ſome noblemen in the neighbourhood. 

. Lov, I told you there were thieves in the houſe, 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! 

- Phil. I affure your honour they have been entertained 
at our own expence, upon my word. 

Kit. Yes, indeed, your honour, if it was the laſt 
word I had to ſpeak. —— 

Lov Take up that bottle——Philip lakes up a bottle 
with a ticket to it, and is going off ] Bring it back. 
——Do you uſually entertain your APO with To- 
kay, Monſieur? 

Phil TI, Sir, treat with wine! 

- how yes, from humble Port to imperial Tokay tos. 
Yes, I loves Rolay. [Mimicking himſelf, 

Phil. How !— Jemmy, my maſter ! 

Kit. Jemmy —the devil! — 

. Phil, Your honour is at preſent i in liquor—but in the 
morning, when your honour is recovered, I well ſet all 
to >a again —— 

Lov. [changing hit countenance ] We'll ſet all to rights 


NOW = 
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now—There, I am ſober, at your fervice——What 


have you to ſay, Philip? [ Philip flarts.] You may well 


ftart——Go, get out of my fight. 
Dule. Sir—lI have not the honour to be known to 


you, but I have the honour to ſerve his grace the duke 


of —— 

Lov. And the impudence familiarly to aſſume his 
title—Your grace will give me leave to tell you, That 
is the door And if you ever enter there again, I 
aſſure you, _O IG I will break every bone in 

grace's : 
"I [ Afide. ] d 0 fellows. | F Exit. 

Lov. I beg their ladyſhips pardon z perhaps they 
cannot go br Dr chairs—ha, ha, ha! + 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! [Sir 

Lady Char. This comes of viſiting commoners. | Exit. 

Lady Bab. They are downright Hottenpots. [ Exit. 

Phil. and Kit. 1 hope your honour will not take away 
our bread. 

Lev. Five hundred pounds will ſet you up in a 
« chocolate-houſe—You'll ſhine in the bar, Madam.“ 
I have been an eye-witneſs of your roguery, extrava- 
_gance, and mgratitude. 

Phil. and Kit. Oh, Sir Good Sir! 

Lov. You, madam, may ſtay here till to-morrow 

morning——And there, madam, is the book you lent 


me, which I beg you'll read “ night and morning be- 


« fore you ſay your prayers.” “. 
Kit. I am ruin'd and undone. - Exit. 


Lev. But you, Sir, for your rillany, and (what I- 


hate worſe) your hypocriſy, ſhall not ſtay a minute 
longer in this houſe; and here comes an honeſt man to 
ſhow you the way out—Your keys, Sir 
[P hilip gives the keys . 
Enter Tom. 

Tom, I reſpe& and value you—You are an honeft 
ſervant, and ſhall never want encouragement——Be ſo 
good, Tom, as to ſee that gentleman out of my houſe, 
LA toPhilip]—and then take charge of the cellar and 

te. 

Tom. I thank your honour; but I would not riſe on 
the ruin of a fellow-ſervant. 

Vor. I. M Lor 


Harry fleals off. 
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Lov. No remonſtrances, Tom; it ſhall be as I fay. 

Phil. What a curſed fool have I been ? 

[Exeunt ſervants, 

+ Lov. Well, Charles, I muſt thank you for my fro- 
le—It has been a wholeſome one to me——Have I 
done right ? | Wy 

Free. Entirely No could have determin'd 
better——As you puniſh'd the bad, it was but juſtice 
to reward the good. 

Lev. A faithful ſervant is a worthy character. 

Free. And can never receive too much encourage · 
ment. 

< Lov. Right. 

Free, You have made Tom very happy. 

© Lov. And J intend to make your Robert fo too.— 
Every honeſt ſervant ſhould be made happy.” 

Free. But what an inſufferable piece of aſſurance is it 
in ſome of theſe fellows to affect and imitate their ma- 
ſters manners? 

Lov. What manners muſt thoſe bs which they can 
imitate ? | 

Free. True. 

Lov. If perſons of rank would act up to their ſtand- 
ard, it would be impoſſible that their ſervants eould ape 
them—But when they affe& every thing that is ridicu- 
lous, it will be in the power of any low creature to fol- 
low their example, 
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MOCK DOCTOR; 
OR, THE 
DUMB LADY CURD.. 
IN TWO ACTS. 
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MEN. 
1 D. cane, origina 5, 178. 
Fir Jofbwr, * = 3 Mr | Mr arteris. 
Leander, 1 . Mr Stopelaer. Mr Powel. 
Gregory, . . Mr Cibber, jun. Mr ſohnſon. 
Robert, . . Mr Jones. - | 
ames, . . Mr Mullart. Mr Southgate. 
r . Mr Roberts, Mr White. 
Davy, . . Mr Jones. Mr Fowler. 
Hellebore, VM Roberts. Mr Hallion. 
WOMEN. 
Dorcas, . +» Miſs Raftor. Mrs Heaphy. 
Charlotte, . . Miſs Williams, Mrs Collins. 
Maid, a Mrs Mears. 


8er, Perily in 4 Country-town, and partly in a Wood. 
— — — — ßuĩñ— — ³— U © 


D SN, A Wood. 
Dorcas, GxtGory. 


| Gasol. \ 
1 Tell you No, I won't comply; and it is my buſineſs 
1 to talk, and to command. ; 

9 M2 Dar. 
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Der. And I tell you, Yon ſhall conform to my will; 
and that I was not married to you to ſuffer your ill. 
humours, > 

Greg. O the intolerable fatigue of matrimony ! Ari- 
ſtotle never ſaid a better thing in his life, than when lie 
told us, That a wife is worſe than a devil. 

Der. Hear the learned gentleman with his Ariſtotle. 

Greg. And a learned man I am too: find me out a 
maker of fagote that's able, like myſelf, to reaſon upon 
things, or that can boaſt fuch an education as mine. 

Dor. An education ! | 

Greg. Ay, huſſy, a regular education; firſt at the 
ae — I learnt to read; then I waited 
on a gentleman at Oxford, where I learnt—very near as 
much as my maſter z from whence I attended a travel- 
ling phyſician fix years, under the facetious denomina. 
tion of a Merry Andrew, where I learm phyſic. 

Dorc. O that thou had'ſt follow'd him ſtill ! Curs'd 
be the hour wherein I anſwer'd the parſon, I will. 

Greg. And curs'd be the parſon that aſk'd me the 
queſtion! | | 

Dor.. You have reaſon to complain of him indeed, 
who ought to. be on your knees every moment, return - 
ing thanks to heaven for that great ble it ſent you, 
when it ſent you myſelf. ——1I hope you have not the 
aſſurance to think you deſerv'd ſuch a wife as me. 

Greg. No, really, I don't think I do. 

| Dercas finge. 
When a lady, like me, condeſcends to agree 
I .o let ſuch a jackanapes taſte her, | 
With what zeal and care ſhou'd he worfhip the fair, 
Who gives him—what's meat for his maſter ? 
His actions ſhould ſtill 
Attend on her — : a 
Hear, firrah, and take it for warnin ; 
To her he thould be a 
Each night on his knee, 
And ſo he ſhould be on each morning. 

Greg. Meat fon my maſter! you were meat for your 
maſter, if I an't miſtaken ; for, to one of our ſhames 
* be it ſpoken, you roſe as good a virgin from me as 

; 6 you 
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© you went to-bed.” Come, come, Madam, it was a 
lucky day for you when you found me out. * 
Dor. Lucky indeed! a fellow who eats every thing I 
have. | 

Greg. That happens to be a miſtake, for I drink 
ſome part on't. 

Dor. That has not even left me a bed to lie on. 


Greg. You'll riſe the earlier. ! 

Dor. And who from morning till night is eternally in 
an alehouſe. | ; 

Greg. It's genteel; the ſquire does the ſame. _ 

Dor. Pray, Sir, what. are you. willing I ſhall do with 
my family ? | 

Greg. Whatever you pleaſe. 

Dor. My four little children that are continually cry-- 
ing for bread?- 4 | 
Greg. Give em a rod! beſt cure in the world fon 
crying children. ST 

Dor. And do you imagine, ſo. 
| Greg. Hark ye, my dear, you know my temper is 
not over and above paſſive, and that my arm is extreme» _ 
ly active. | 

Dor. I laugh at your threats, poor beggarly inſolent 


fellow. 


Greg. Soft object of my wiſhing eyes, I ſhall play 
with your pretty ears. 8 
Dor.. Touch me if you dare, you inſolent, impuden t, 
dirty, lazy, raſcally— 8 
Greg. Oh ho, ho! you will have it then, I find. 


| [ Beats her.. 
Dor. O murder, murder! 
1 * Enter Sguire Robert. 

Rob. What's the matter here? Fy upon you, fy: 
upon you, neighbour, to beat your wife in this — 
lous manner! | 
Dor. Well, Sir, and J have a mind to be beat, and 
what then ? ö = | 

Rob. O dear, Madam, Lgive my conſent with all my 
heart and ſoul. ö n 5h 4 
Dor. What's that to you, ſaucebox? Is it bu- 
ſineſs of-your's ? 1 | 7 . 
Reb... No certainly, Madam. 


Ms Don 


138 THE MOCK DOCTOR. 


Dor. Here's an impertinent fellow for you, won't 
PE AIAN Boy Wh 096 inp | 
AIR, Winchefler Wedding. 
Go thraſh your own rib, Sir, at home, 
Nor thus interfere with our ſtrife ; 
May cuckoldom till be his doom, 
Who ftrives to part huſband and wife. 
Suppoſe I've a mind he ſhould drub, 
| ofe bones are they, Sir, he's to lick? 
At whoſe expence is it, you ſcrub? 
Reb E n here 
pb. Neighbour, I aſk | rdon ; , 
take and threſh yore wile bale — as you ought to do. 
Greg. No, Sir, I won't beat her. 2 
Rob. O Sir, that's another thi 
Greg.. I'll beat her when I pleaſe, and will not beat 
her I do not pleaſe. She ismy wife, and not your's. 
Kab. Certainly. "FA 
Dor. Give me the ſtick, dear huſband. 
Rob.. Well, if ever I attempt to part huſband and wife 
again, may I be beaten myſelf! FExit Sg. Rob. 
- Greg. Come, my dear, let us be friends. 
Dor. What, after beating me ſo! 
Greg. *Twas but in jeſt. 
Dor. I defire you will crack your jeſts on your own- 
- bones,. not. on mane. | 
Greg. Pſhaw ! you know you and I are one, and I 
beat one half of myſelf when I beat you. 
Dor. Yes, but for the future I defire you will beat. 
the other half of yourſelf. 
Greg. Come, my pretty dear, I aſk. pardon; I'm 
ſorry Ret. 


| A, dee. 
Greg. Pſha! pſha child, theſe are only tee irs, 
neceflary in friendſhip ; four or five good blows with a 
cudgel between your very fond couples, only tend to 
+ heighten the affections. I' now to the wood, and L 
- promiſe thee to make a hundred faggots before I come 
1 again. LExit. 
Dor. If I am not reveng'd ow thoſe blows of your's ! 
Oh, chat I could but think of ſome method to be 
0 1 4 © (re- 
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« reveng'd on him] Hang the rogue, he's quite inſen-- 
« fible of cuckoldom. | ' | 
* AIR, - 0h London i; a fine town. 
© In ancient days, I've heard, with horns- 
© The wife her fpouſe could fright, 
Which now the hero bravely ſcorns, 
© So common is the fight. 
To city, country, camp, or court, 
Or whereſoc'er he go, 
© No horned brother dares make ſport; 
They're cuckolds all a-row.? 
Oh that I could find out ſome invention'to get him well 


drubb'd ! 
Enter Harry and James. 

Har. Were ever two fools. ſent on ſuch a meſſage as: 
we are, in queſt of a dumb doctor! 

Ja. Blame your own. curſed memory that made you 
forget his name. For my part, I'll travel through the 
world rather than return without him; that were as much 
as a limb or two were worth. 

Har. Was ever ſuch a curſed” misfortune; to loſe the 
n_ I ſhould not even know his name if IL were to. 
it. | | 

Dor. Can I find no invention to be reveng'd !—Hey-- 
day ! who are theſe? | 

Ja. Hark ye, miftreſs, do you know where—where - 
chere doctor What-d'ye-call-him lives? 

Dor. Doctor who? 

a. Doctor doctor what's his- name? 
or. Hey! what, has the fellow a mind to banter me? 

Har. Is there no phyfician hereabouts famous for cu- 
ring dumbneſs ? 1 

Dor. I fancy. you have no need of ſuch a- phyſician, . 
Mr Impertinence. | 

Har. Don't miſtake us, good woman, we don't mean 
to yang gon :: we are fent by our maſttr, whoſe daugh-- 
ter has loſt her. ſpeech, for a certain phyſician who lives 


hereabouts; we have loſt our direction, and *tis as much 
as- our lives are worth to return without him. : 

Dor. There is one Dr Lazy lives juſt by, but he has 
left off practiſing. You would not get him a mile to 


Jas 1 
* 


fare the lives of a thouſand patients. 
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Ja. Direct us but to him; we'll bring him with us 
ene way or other, I warrant you. 

Har. Ay, ay, we'll have him with us, though we 
carry him. on our backs. 

Dor. Ha! Heav'n has inſpir'd me with- one of the 
moſt admirable inventions to be reveng'd on my hang- 
dog! [ Afede.] I aſſure you, if you can get him with 
you, he'll do your young lady's buſineſs or her; he's 
reckoned one of the beſt phyſicians in the world, eſpe- 
cially for dumbneſs. 

Har. Pray tell us where he lives? 

Dor.. You'll never be able to him out of his own 
huoſe ; but if you watch hereabouts, you'll certainly, 
meet with him, for he very often. amuſes himſelf here 
with cutting wood. 

Har. A phyſician cut wood !— : 

ox I ſuppoſe he amuſes bimſelf in ſearching after 
you mean. 
Dor. No; he's one of the moſt extraordinary men in 
the world: he goes dreſt like a common clown; for 
there is nothing he ſo much dreads as to be known for a. 
phyſician. 

Ja. All your great men haye ſome ftrange oddities 
about em. 

Dor. Why, he will ſuffer himſelf to be. beat before 
he will own himſelf to be a phyſician—and I'll give you 
my word, you'll never make him own himſelf one, un- 
leſs you both of you take a cudgel and thraſh 
him into it; 'tis what we are all forced to do when we. 

have * need of him. 
. What a ridiculous whim is here ! 
or. Very true; and in ſo great a man, 
And is he fo. very ſkilfuF a man? 
or. Skilful? why he does miracles. About half: a 
year Te; a woman was given, over by all her phyſicians, 
nay, ſhehad been dead ſome time; when this great man 
came to her, as ſoon as he ſaw. her, he pour'd a little 
drop of ſomething down her throat-——he had no ſoon- 
er done it, than fe ot out .of her bed, and walk'd 
about the room as "if there had been nothing the mat - 
ter with her. ö ö 
Both. O prodigious!. 


. * 
. 1 % * 
Dor. 
= 
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Dor. Tis not above three weeks ago, that a child of 
twelve years old fell from the top of a houſe to the bot- 


tom, and broke its ſcull, its arms, and legs. Our 


phyſician was no ſooner drubb'd into making him a viſit, 
than, having rubb'd the * a 5 oint- 
ment, it got upon its and run away to play. 

. Bath. moſt wonderful! 

Har. Hey ! Gad, James, we'll drub him out of a pot 
of this ointment. 

Ja. But can he cure dumbnelſs ? 

Dor. Dumbneſs ! Why the curate of our pariſh's wife 
was born dumb; and the doctor, with a ſort of waſh, 
waſhed her tongue, till he ſet it a- going fo, that in leſs 
than a month's time ſhe out-talk'd her hufband. 

Har. This muſt be the very 

Dor. Yonder is the very man I ſpeak of. 

a. What, that he yonder ! | 

r. The very ſame.—— He has ſpy'd us, and ta 
ken up his bill, 

a. Come, Harry, don't let us loſe one moment.— 
Miſtreſs, your ſervant ; we give you ten thouſand thanks 
d. Be far ke good uſe of your ticks. 

Dor. Be ſure you ma ic 

Fa. He ſhan't want that. * [Exeunt. 


| $cenr, Another part of the Weed. 
Cari CAN CONS 
. 


4 
Greg. Pox on't, tis moſt confounded hot weather. 
Hey, who have we here? 
Enter James and Harry. 
Ja. Sir, your moſt obedient humble ſervant 
Greg. Sir, your ſervant. | 
Ja. We are mighty happy in finding you here 
_ Greg. Ay, like enough | 
Fa. 'Tis in your power, Sir, to do us a very great 
favour—We come, Sir, to implore your aſſiſtance in a 
certain affair, 
Greg. If it be in my power to give you any afliſt- 
ance, maſters, I am very ready to Þ it. 


Ja. Sir, you are extremely obliging—But, dear Sir 


man we were ſent after. 
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let me beg you be cover'd, the ſun will hurt your com- 


on. 

Har. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, be cover'd. 

. Greg. Theſe ſhould be footmen by their dreſs, but 
courtiers by their ceremony. [ Afrde. 
Ja. You muſt not _— it ſtrange, Sir, that we 

come thus to ſeek after you; men of your capacity will 
be ſought after by the w * world. 

Greg. Truly, gentlemen, though I ſay it, that ſhould 
not ſay it, I have a pretty good hand at a faggot. . 

8. O dear, Sir! 

Vou may perhaps buy faggots cheaper other- 
= ; but if you God ſuch in all this country, you ſhall 
have mine for nothing. To make but one word then. 
r you, you ſhall have mine for ten AP 8 a hun- 


= Don't talk j Jn that manner, I defire you 
I could not ſell em a \penay cheaper, if *rous 
to — ather. 
Ja. Dear Sir, we know you very well—don't jeſt 
with us in this manner. 
Greg. Faith, maſter, I am ſo much in earneſt, that I 
can't bate one farthi 
Fa. O pray, Sir, cave this idle diſcourſe, —Cao a 
perſon like you amuſe himſelf in. this manner? Can 
a learned and famous phyſician like you, try to diſ- 
guiſe himſelf to the works, Per ek Cad aITLR 
the woods ? 
Greg. The fellow's a fool. 
Fa. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diſſemble with 
us. 
Har. It is in vain, Sir; we know what you are 
=P Know what you are! what do you know of 
me 
Ja. Why, we know you, Sir, te be a very great 
phyſician. 
. Greg. Phyſician in your teeth: I a phyſician ! 
Fa. The fit is on him Sir, let me befeech you 
to conceal yourſelf no longer, and oblige us to you 
know what. 
Greg. Devil take me if I knom what, Sir But I 
Was, this, that I'm no | Zo 7 
as 


* 


— 3 


- 
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7a. We muſt proceed to the uſual remedy, I find— 
And ſo you are no phyſician ? - | 

Greg. No. | 

Fa. You are no phyſician ? 

Greg. No, I tell you. | 

Ja. Well, if we muſt, we muſt. [Beat him. 

Greg. Oh, oh! gentlemen ! gentlemen !- what are 
you doing? I am— 1 am-—whatever you pleaſe 
to have me, | 

Fa. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this violence ? 

Har. Why will you force us to this troubleſome re- 


. medy ? | 


a. I aſſure you, Sir, it gives me a great deal of 


"oo I afſure you, Sir, and fo it does me. But 
pray, gentlemen, what is the reaſon that you have a mind 
to make a phyſician of me ? 

Ja. What! do you deny your being a phyſician 


= 
Tow And the devil take me if I am. 

Har. You are no phyſician ? 

Greg. May I be pox'd if I am. [ They beat him. ]— 
Oh, oh! Dear gentlemen ; oh! for Heaven's ſake! 
I am a phyſician, and an apothecary too, if you'll have 
— I had rather be any thing, than be knock'd o' the 

ead. 8 
Fa. Dear Sir, I am rejoic'd to ſee you come to your 
ſenſes; I aſk pardon ten thouſand times for what you 


have forc'd us to. 


Greg. Perhaps I am deceiv'd myſelf, and am a phy- 


ſician without knowing it. But, dear gentlemen, are 
you certain I'm a phyſician ? | 

Fa. Yes, the greateſt phyſician in the world, 

Greg. Indeed! 

Har. A phyſician that has cur'd all ſorts of diſtem- 


pers. : 

Greg. The devil I have! 

Ja. That has made a woman walk about the room 
after ſhe was dead fix hours. 

Har. That ſet a child upon its legs immediately after 
it had broke em. 0 8 


Ja. 


— — em. 
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a. That made curate's wife, who was dumb, 
faſter than her Huſband. 

Har. Look ye, Sir, you ſhall have content z my 
maſter will give you whatever you will demand. 

Shall I have whatever I will demand? 
a. You may depend upon it. 

Greg I am a phyſician, without doubt had for. 
got it, but I begin to recollect myſelf.— Well, and 
what is the diſtemper I am to cure? 

Fa. My young miſtreſs, Sir, has loſt her tongue. 

- Greg. The devil take me if I have found it.—But, 
come, gentlemen, if 1 muſt with you, I muſt have a 


phyfician's habit; for a can no more preſcribe 

without a full wig, than without a fee. [Exeunt, 
© Enter N 

+ Der. I don't remember my heart . 


© a-pat with joy a lon wile — Revenge 
* moſt delicious mo Revenge bo ud into the 


mouth of a woman. . er is a revenge which 
* coſts nothing; for, alack-a-day ! to plant horns upon 
n a huſband's 'd. 
Odd! I had a narrow eſcape when I met with this 
* fool; the beſt of my market was over, and I began to 
© grow almoſt — pooveetbrys china-cup, 
AIR, Pia and Lilier. 
c A waan's ware: like china, 
Now cheap, now dear is bought; 
* When whole, though worth a guinea, 
© When broke's not worth a een 
* A woman at St James's, 
With hundreds you obtain; — 
© But ſtay till loſt her fame i 3 


« She'll be cheap in Drury-Lan 
ACT I. 
SCENE, Sir Jasper Houſe. 


Enter Sir Iasi and Janes. 


Sir Faſ. WY HERE is he? Where is he? 


570 Only recruiting himſelf after his 
journey. You need not be impatient, Sir; for were my 


young 


* 
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young lady dead, he'd bring her to life makes 
no — of „ e to life, — phyſi- 
cians do of killin 


| Sir Joſe. "Tis range fo great a man ſhould hve thoſe 
unaccountable odd humours you mention d. 
a. Tis but a blow or two, and he comes im- 
to hi — - Here he is. 
Enter Gregory. 
Har. Sir, this is the Doctor. | 
Sir Faſe Dear Sir, pautre the welcemait Sax in the 


world. 
Greg. Hi ſays, we ſhould both be-cover'd. 
Sir Ow: does Hippocrates lay ſo? La what 
chapter, pray ? 
Greg. In his of Hats. 


Sir Ja. Since ippocrates ſays ſo, I ſhall obey him. 
Greg. Doctor, after having exceetingly nn in 
the highway of letters 
Sir Jaſ. Doctor pray whom do you ſpeak te 5 
Greg. To you, Doctor. 
Sir Faf. Ha, ha ——I am a knight, thank the 
King's grace for it; but no doctor. 
Greg. What, pax're no dofigry 
Sir Faſ. No, upon my word. 
Greg. You're no doctor ? 
Sir Jaſ. Doctor ! no. | 
Greg. There—'tis done. | [ Beat: ine. 
= Faſ. Done, in the devil's name l What's dane ? 
Greg. Why now you are made a doctor of phyſie— 
I am {ure it's all the degrees I ever took. 
Sir Faſ. What devil of a fellow have you brought 


here? 


*. I told you, Sir, the doctor had. firange whims 
wit Im. 
Sir Faſe Whims, quotha \——Egad, I ſhall bind his 


phyſicianſhip over to his good bead it he has any 
more of theſe whims. 


Greg. Sir, I aſk pardon for the liberty I have taken, 
Sir Jaſ. Oh! it's very well, it's very well for once. 

| Greg: I am ſorry for thoſe blows. 
os — at ul, of” * chats all, Sir. 
Vor. N Greg. 


on — —̃ä —— — — — — * 1 
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© * Greg. Which I was oblig'd to have the honour of lay. 
ing on ſo thick upon you. Se ! 

Sir Faſ. Let's talk no more of *em, Sir—— My 
daughter, doctor, is fallen into a very ſtrange diſtemper, 

Greg. Sir, I am overjoy'd to hear it: and I wiſh, 
with al) my heart, you and your whole family had the 
ſame occaſion for me, as your daughter, to ſhow the 
great defire I have to ſerve you. 

Sir Faſ. Sir, I am oblig'd to you. | 

Greg. I aſſure you, Sir, I ſpeak from the very bot. 
tom of my ſoul. 

Sir Faſ. I do believe you, Sir, from the very bottom 
of mine. | | 

Greg. What is your daughter's name ? 

Sir Jaſ. My daughter's name is Charlot. 

. eo. Are you ſure ſhe was chriſten'd Charlot ? 
Sir Faf. No, Sir, ſhe was chriſten'd Charlotta. 

Greg. Hum ! I had rather ſhe ſhould have been 
chriſten d Charlotte. Charlotte is a very good name for 
a patient; and let me tell you, the name is often of as 
much ſervice to the patient, as the phyſician is. 

Sir Jaſ. Sir, my daughter's here. 

Enter Charlotte and Maid. 

Greg. Is that my patient? Upon my word ſhe carries 
mo diſtemper in her countenance—and | fancy a healthy 
young fellow would fit very well upon her. 

1 Sir-Faſ. You make her ſmile, doctor. 

Greg. Se much the better ; *tis a very good ſign when 
we can bring a patient to ſmile ; it is a ſign that the 
diſtemper begins to clarify, as we ſay.— Well, child, 
«what's the matter with you? What's your diſtemper ? 

Cha. Han, hi, hon, han. 
©" -Greg. What do you ſay ? 

ba. Han, hi, han, hon. 

* Greg. What, what, what? 
{© Cha. Han, hi, hon 

Greg. Han! Hon! Honin ha !--I don't under- 
ſtand a word ſhe ſays. Han! Hi! Hon! What the 
devil of a language is this? 8 

Sir Jaſ. Why, that's her diſtemper, Sir. She's be- 
come dumb, and no one can aſſign the cauſe—and this 
diſtemper, Sir, has kept back her marriage. 


Lift 
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Greg. Kept back her marriage! Why ſo? 
Sir Fa Becauſe her lover refuſes to have her till ſhe's 


have his wife dumb ! — Would to heaven my wife was 

dumb, I'd be far from deſiring to cure her. Does this 

diſtemper, this Han, hi, hon, oppreſs her very much? 
Sir Jaſ. Yes, Sir. 12 
Greg. So much the better. Has ſhe any great pains ? 
Sir Jaſ. Very great. 


Greg. Old! We ever en Nel that wou'd not | 


-- 


Greg. That's juſt as I would have it. Give me your 


hand, child. Hum Ha—a very dumb pulſe indeed. 
Sir Jaſ. You have gueſs'd her 222 7 
Greg. Ay, Sir, we great phyſicians know a diſtemy 


per immediately: I know ſome of the college would call 


this the borer, or the coupee, or the /inkee, or twenty 
other diſtempers; but I give you wy word, Sir, — 
daughter is nothing more than dumb — 80 I'd have 


you be very eaſy, for there is nothing elſe the matter | 
with her If ſhe were not dumb, ſhe would be as. . 


well as I am. 3 * 
Sir Faſ. But I ſhould be glad to know, doctor, from 
whence her dumbneſs proceeds? 
Greg. Nothing ſo aal 
neſs proceeds from her having loſt her ſpeech. 
Sir Jaſ. But * if. you pleaſe, proceeds her da · 


ing loſt her | viares 
" Grep. A our bet: anthers will el yn he tht 
pediment of the action of the tongue. 


Sir Jaſ. But if you pleaſe, dear Sir, your ſentiments 


upon that impediment. | Nur 
Greg. Ariſtotle has upon that ſubject ſaid very fine 
things; very fine things. | op i 
Sir Faſ. I believe it, doctor. 

Greg. Ah! he was a great man, he was indeed 
a very great man—— A man, who upon that ſubje& 
was a man that But to return to our reaſoning : I hold 
_ that thus impediment of the action of the tongue is cauſed 


ily accounted for Her dumb- - 


by certain humours which our great phyſicians call —— 


umours 
tin 


Sir Jaſ. Not in the leaſt. 
J 7 N 


Humours 


Ah! you underſtand La- 


2 | Gree. 


| hes nt — 


« 7 ">. 
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Greg. What, not underftand Latin ? 

Sir Fafe No indeed, doctor. | | 

Greg. Cabricius arci thuram cathalimus, ſingulariter 
nom. Hezc muſa hic, hæc, hoc, genitivo hujus, hunc, 
hanc muſæ. Bonus, bona, honum. Eſtne oratio La- 
tims? Etiam. Quia ſubſtantivo & adjectivum concor- 
dat in generi numerum & cafus, fic dicunt, ainnt, præ- 
2 7 Abf. & ſimilibus. 

g nyt Ah! why did I neglect my ſtudies? 

— gious man is this! 

- Befidles, BG. Lene certain fpirits paſſing from the 
1. , which" is the ſeat of the liver, to the right, 
which is the feat of the TO we find the lungs, which 
we call in Latin, whiſterur, havin communication with 
the brain, which we name in Greek, fackbootor, by means 
of z hollow vein, which we call in Hebrew perfui gu, 
meet in the road with the faid fpirits, which fill the ven- 
trieles of the omotaplaſmus; and becauſe the ſaid hu- 
moum have—you comprehend me well, Sir? and be- 
enuſe the faid humours have a certain matignity—— 
liſten ſeriouſly, 1 beg you. 

Sir N I do. 

Greg. Have a certain n is cauſed be 
attentive, if you pleaſe. 

Sir J Tam. - | 

Greg. That is enufed, 2 ſap, by the nerfme of the 
humours engender'd in the concavity of the diaphragm; 
thence it arrives, that theſe vapours, Propria quæ mari- 
bus tribuuntur, maſcula dicas, ut font drrorum, Mars. 
Bacchus, Apollo, virorum.— This, Sir, is the caufe of. 
your dau hter's being dumb. | 

Har. O that 1 had but his tongue ! 

Sir 7 It is impoſſible to reaſon better, no doubt. 
But, Sir, there is one thing I always thought 
ill now, that _ heart was on the left fide, and the 
liver on the right. 

Greg. > hen „8 , is they 'wers formerly, but we have 


chang d The _— at prefent, Sir, pro- 


Sir Jaſ I afk your pardon, Sir. 


Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no harm you're not o- 
Str 


de d to know fo much as we de. 
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Sir Faſ. Very true; but, doctor, what would you 
have done with my daughter ? | 

Greg. What would I have done with her? Why, my 
advice is, that you immediately put her into a bed 

warm'd with a braſs warming - pan: Cauſe her to drink 
one quart of ſpring- water, mix d with one pint of bran- 

„ lix Seville oranges, e ee 
double · refin'd ſugar. ; 

Sir Faſe Why, this is punch, doctor. 1 
Greg. Punch, Sir! ay, Sir and what's het - 
ter than · punch to make people talk Never tell me of 
your juleps, your gruels, your your —this, and thats 
and t'other, which are only arts to keep a patient in 
hand a long time.— I love to do a buſineſs all at once. 
Sir Ja. Dotter, I aſk.pardon j you ſhall be obey'd.. . 
[Gives maney.. 

Greg. I'll return in the 3 and ſee what effect 
it has had on her. But hold, ere's another young 
lady here that I muſt apply ſome little remedies to. 

Maid.. Who, me?. 1 was. never better in my, life, * 
thank you, Sir. 

Greg. So much the worſe, Madam, ſo much the 
worſe "Tis very dangerous to be very well ;——for, 
when one is very well, one has nothing elſe to do but 
to take phyſic and bleed away. 

Phe, Oh ſtrange ! What, bleed when one has no 
emper? 

Greg. It may be ſtrange, perliaps, but tis very whole» 
ſome. Beſides, Madam, it is not your caſe, at preſent, 
to be very well: at leaſt, you cannot poſſibly be well 
above three days longer; and it is always beſt to cure a 
diſtemper before. you have it. or; as we ſay in Greek, 
Diſtemprum beſtum eſt curare ante habeſtum.— What I 
ſhall preſcribe you, at preſent, is to take every fix hours 
one of theſe boluſes. 

Maid. Ha, ha, ba! Why doctor, theſe look exatily 
like lumps of loaf-ſu Is 
Greg. Take one of theſe bolufeg, I ſay, every fix hours, . 
waſhing it down with fix ſpoonfuls of the beſt Holland 

neva 

Sir Jaſ. Sure you are in jeſt, doctor his wench 
does not ſhow any of a 2 

N 3. 


Greg. G 


to allure you 
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\-Greg. Sir Jaſper, let me tell you, it were not amiſ 
if Finn took a little lenitive phyſic ; I ſhall pre- 


for you. 
N I have. ef- 
E and I am 
d the diftemper ſhall pay me the firſt viſit. 
Greg. Say you fo, Sir? Why then if I can get no 
more patients here, I mult even ſeek em elſewhere j and 
oy nn 


Exit Gregory. 
Well, this e F 
ER of al — — 


Scan E, The Street. 


Leander folus. 
A Charlotte ! thou haſt no reaſon to 8 my 
Fgvorager of what thou endureſt, fince 1 can ſo eafily 
thy torment by my 0 how much more 
juſtifiable are my fears, when you have not only the 
ne 


AIR, fot by Mr Seedo. 
© O curſed power of gold, 
For which all honour's fold, | 
And honefty's no more! * 
Fer thee, we find | 
6 The great in leagues combin'd 
Ni ' © Fo trick and rob the poor. 
l *: By thee the fool and knave 
* Tranſcend the wiſe and brave, 
| * So abſolute thy reign : 
| + ©. © Without fome help of thine, 
| + © © The greateſt beauties ſhine, 
„And lovers plead, in vain. 
To him, Gregory. 
2 Upon my word, this is a pood beginning, and 
Lean. I have waited for doctor, a time. 
I'm come to beg your — op 2 
Greg. Ay, you _ need of aſſiſtance indeed ! What 
Os r . 


[Feels his on 
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Lean. Ha, ha, ha! Doctor, you're miſtaken; I am 
not ſick, I affure you. 

Gre. How, Sir! not fick! Do you think 1 don't 
know when d man in Gch, besten than he does himielf? 

Lean. Well, if I have any diſtemper, it is the love of 
that young lady your patient, from whom you juſt now | 
came, and to whom if you can convey me, | fwear, 
dear doctor, I ſhall be effectually cnr'd. g 

. phyſician 


for a pimp? 
22 Sir, make no noiſe. 


Gre. Sir, I will make a noiſe; you'wm an imperti- 
nent fellow. 

Lean. Softly, good Sir! | 

Gre. | ſhall ſhow you, Sir, that Pm not fuch a ſort 
of a perſon, and that you are an inſolent, — 
[Leander gives a pur ſe. I'm not ſpeaking to you, 
Sir; an felows in the 
hand Fog that take people for what they are not which 
always puts me, Sir, into ſuch a paſſion, that —— 

Lean. I aſk pardon, Sir, for the liberty I have taken. 

Gre. O dear, Sir; no offence in the leaſt. Pray, 
Sir, how am I to ſerve you ? 

Lean. This diſtemper, Sir, which you are ſent for to 
cure, is feign'd. The phyficians have reaſon'd upon it, 
according to cuſtom, and have derived it from the brain, 


from the bowels, from the liver, lungs, lights, and every 
of the : but the true of it is love; and 
18 an invention Charlotte „ to deliver her from « mated 
ſhe diſlikes, | 
Gre. Hum e . you were to diſguiſe vourſelf 
28 an apothecary 


Lean. — — well known to her father, there-. 
— —— finally 
Gre. Go then, diſguiſe yourſelf immediately ; 11 
wait for you here—Ha! methinks I ſee a patient. 


| [Exit Leander. 
Enter James and Davy. 
Gre. Gad! matters go fwimmingly. I'll even con- 
tinue a phyfician as NT as I live. 


Fa. {Speaking to Davy.] Fear not, if he relapſe. i = 
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hie W Pl quickly thraſh him into the phyſican 
again. Doctor, | have brought you a patient. 

Dav. My poor wiſe, doQor, has kept her bed theſe 
ſix — [Greg. Boldt out bis band.] If your wor- 
ſhip would find out ſome means to cute her — - 

Gre. What's the matter with her ? 

Dav. Why, ſhe has had ſeveral phyficians ; one ſays 
tis the dropſy ; another, tis the what-d*ye-call it, the 
tumpany ; a third ſays 'tis a flow fever ; a fourth ſays 
the rumatiz ; a fifth a 

Gre. What are the ſymptoms? 

Dav. Symptoms, Sir! 

Gre. Ay, ay, what does ſhe complain of? | 

Dav. Why, ſhe is always craving and craving for 
drink, cats nothing at all. Then her legs are ſwell'd 
pe. riots mts eee eee 
as à ſtone. 

Gre. Come to the purpoſe; ſpeak to the purpoſe, my 
friend. [ Holding out his band. 

Dav. The purpoſe is, Sir, that I am come to aſk 
what your worſhip pleaſes to have done with her. 

Gre. Pha, pſha, pſha ! I don't underſtand one word 
what you mean. 

Fa.. His wife is fick, doctor, nod he has brought you 
a guinea for your advice. Give it the doctor, friend. 

Davy gives the guinea. 

Gre. Ay, now I underſtand — — 's a — 
man explains the caſe. You {ay your viſe i» ck of the 
droply ? | 

Davy. Yes, an't pleaſe your 

Gre. Well, I have made a, ſhift to 8 your 
meaning at laſt; you have the — way of deſcri : 
bing a Uiſtetaper, You ſay your wife is always calling 
for drink: let her have as much as ſhe deſires ; ſhe can't 
drink too much ; and, d'ye hear, give her this eta of 
cheeſe. 

Davy. Cheeſe, Sir! 

Gre. Ay, cheeſe, Sir. The cheeſe, of which this is 
ban. has cur' d more people of « droply than'ever 

it, 


Dow ' 
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D I give your worſhip a thouſand thanks; 1'l 
co wake her take it immediately. [ Exit. 

” Go; and if ſhe dies, be ſure to bury her alter 
the beſt manner you can. 

Enter Doreas. N 

Dor. I'm like to pay ſeverely for my frolie, if I have 
loſt my huſband by it. | 

Gre. Op and matrimony! my wife! 

Dor. For ough the rogue uſed me a little roughly, 
he was as good a warkman as any in five miles of his 


head. 
Al R, Thame: Sock 
A fig for the dainty civil ſpouſe 
Who's bred at the court or France ; 
« He treats his wife with ſmiles and bows, 
And minds not the good main-chance. 
Be Gregory : 
; _ The man for me, 
5, green to many a maggot : 
oy —— der 
© Like any Turks; © 
« None like him &er havdled a faggot, 420058 
None like him e' er handled a faggot. 

Grey. What evil flars, in the devil's name, dad 
her hither? n 
or two that I'd give her, I ſhould be a 
ſome eels Crs biden thild, leta me — 


Der. Whis has you dm wht my gale: 

Greg. I am de French phyſicion, my dear, and Inge 
to feela de pulſe of de pation. 

Dor. Yes, but I am no pation, Sir, nor want 10 
phyſicion, good doctor R 

Greg. Begar, you muſt be puta to-bed, and taka de 
peel; me ſal give you de litle peel dat fal cure you, as 
you have more diſtempre den evere were hered oft. 

Dor. What's the matter with the fool? If you feel 
my pulſe any more, I ſhall feel your ears for you, 

Grog. Begar, you muſt taka de peel. 

Dor. Be I ſhall not taka de peel. 

Greg, Il take this opportunity to try her. [| Afde.] 


Maye dear, if you will not letta me cura you, you fala 
cura 
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cura me; you ſall be my phyſicion, and I will give you 
de fee. [ Holds out a pe e. 
Dor. Ay, my ſtomach does not go againſt thoſe 

and what muſt I do for your fee? 

Greg. O, begar! me vill ſhow you, me vill teacha 
you w at you ſal doe; you muſt come Kills me” now, 
* you muſt come kiſſa me. 

1 Dor. [Kiſſes bim. ] As I live, my very hang-dog ! 
F I've diſcover'd him in good time, or he had diſcover'd 
me. [A/ide.]—Well, doctor, and are you cur'd now? 

Greg. I ſhall make myſelf a cuckold preſently. —— 


[ Afide. ] —Dis is not a p Le. dis is too public; 
2 any one paſs by while taka dis 2. it vill 

- preventa de warn 

| Dor. What phyſic, doctor? 

7% Greg. In your car, dat— C bifpere. 
1 Der. And in your ear dat, firrah. [Hi thin him a box.] 
1 Do you dare affront my virtue, you villain! D'ye 
0 „ „ ERS Vu, 

44 my dear virtue! There, purſe 
— But where's the gold "voy Nr 


Dor. The gold I'll keep, as an eternal monument of 
my virtue. 


Greg. O what a am 1, to find my wife ſo 
Wr a RE IL ed be it! - Oh my 

injur'd dear! behold your Gregetys your own huſband ! 

Dor. Ha! Su 

Gre. O me, I'm ſo full of j joy, I cannot tell thee 
more, than that I am as much the happieſt of men, as 
thou art the moſt virtuous of women. 1 

Der. And art thou reall Gregory ? 
thou any more of theſe purkes ? 2 

Gre. No, my dear, I have no more about me; but 
*tis probable in a' few days I may have a hundred ; for | 
the ſtrangeſt accident hed happened to me ! 

Dor. Yes, my dear; but I can tell you whom you 
are oblig'd to for that accident: had you not beaten me 
this morning, I had never had you beaten into a phy- 


ſi cian. 


Gre. Oh, oh! then 'tis to you I owe all that drub- 
bing. | | Dor 
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Dor. Yes, my dear, though I little dreamt of the 


conſequence. | 
Gre. How infinitely I'm oblig'd to thee . But 
huſh ! | \ 
To them enter Hellebore. 


Hel. Are npt you the great doctor juſt come to thi 
town, ſo 5 nk for curing dumbneſs ? mY 
Gre. — I am he. _ 4 
Hel. n, Sir » I be advice. 
Gre. Let me feel your — . 
Hel. Not for myſelf, good doctor; I am, myſelf, 
Sir, a brother of the faculty, what the world calls a 
mad doctor. I have at preſent under my care a patient, 
whom I can by no means prevail with 20 ſpeak. 
Gre. I ſhall make him Peak, Sir. 
Hel. It will add, Sir, to the great reputation you 


have already acquir'd ; and I am happy in finding you. 


Gre. Sir, I am as happy in finding you. ['T ating him 
gſide.] You ſee that woman there; ſhe is poſſeſſed with 
a moſt ſtrange ſort of madneſs, and imagines every man 
ſhe ſees to be her huſband. Now, Sir, if you will but 
admit her into your houſe | 

Hel: Moſt willingly, Sir. 

Gre. The. firſt thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let out 
thirty ounces of her blood : then, Sir, you are to ſhave 
off all her hair; all her hair, Sir : after which you are 
to make a very ſevere uſe of your rod twice a-day ; and 


take a particular care that ſhe have not the leaſt allow- 


ance beyond bread and water, 

Hel. Sir, I ſhall readily agree to the dictates of ſo great 
a man; nor can I help approving of your method, which 
is exceeding mild — wholeſome. 

Gre. [lo hit wife. ] My dear, that gentleman will con- 
duct you to my lodgin Sir, I beg you will take 
a particular care oſ the lady | 

Hel. You may depend on't, Sir, nothing in my power 
2 be wanting; you have only to inquire for Dr Hel- 

ebore. | | | 

Dor. Twon't be long before I ſee you, huſband ? 

Hel. Huſband ! this is as unaccountable a madneſs as 
any I have yet met with, [Exit with _ 

| | ner 


oy —_ 
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I 5 
Gre. J think I ſhall be reveng” you nom 
dear. So, Sir. Wy 
Lean. 1 think I make a pretty good apothecary now. | 
Gre. Yes, faith, you're almoſt as good an apothecary 
as I'm a phyſician; and if you pleaſe I'll convey you to 
the patient. 
Lean. If I did but know a few phyfical hard worde 
Gre. A few phyſical hard words?) why, in a few hard 
words conſiſts the ſcience. Would you know as much 
as the whole faculty in an inſtant; Sir? Come along, 
come along. Hold; the doctor muſt always go be- 
fore the apothecary. Exeunt. 
SCENR, Sir Jaſper's Houſe. 
Sir „Charlotte, Maid. 
Sir Has made no attempt to ſpeak yet ? 
EE *— Sir; ſo far from it, that as 


the uſed to make a ſort of noiſe before, the is now quite 
— 
* of. [hong on his watch.) *Tis almoſt the time 
r NS to return—— Oh, he is here, Doc- 
— your ſervant. \ 
Enter Gregory and Leander. 
Gre. Well, Sir, how does my patient? 
| Sir Jaſ. Rather worſe, Sir, fince your preſcription. 
Gre. So much the better; tis a ſign that it operates. 


Sir Faſ. Who is that 3 pray, with you? 
Gre. An apothecary, Mr Apothecary, deſire 
you would 8 y that ſong I preſcribꝰd. 
9877 7 Jef A ſong, doctor! preſcribe a ſong ? 
Gre. Preſcribe a ſong, Sir! Yes, Sir, preſcribe u 
ſong, Sir. Is there any thing ſo ſtrange in that? Did 
you never hear of pills to purge melancholy ? If you un- 
derſtand theſe things better has I, why did you fend 
for me? Sbud, Sir, this ſong would make a ftone 
ſpeak, But if you pleaſe, Sir, you and I will confer 
at ſome diſtance, — the application; for this ſong 
will do you as much harm as it will do your daughter 
Be ſure, Mr ä to pour it down her 


ears very cloſely. 
AI R, 
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AIX | W 
Lr Than, lovely patient,” Charlotte ſees | 
Her * tient kneel 3 
Soon cur'd wi be your feign'd diſeaſe 
| But what phyſician Cer can eaſe ' | 
Think, channin om 
charming n 
| 2 
B v ths 
| T cauſe my ” err 
1 4 | Can only exile wy cure * 24% Ia 507 
r 1 d. Sir, à great and ſubtle elo 
the doors, Whether women are more eafy to be cu 
than men. I beg you would attend to this, Sir, if yoo 
pleaſe. Some fy, No 3 others ſay, Yes: und for 
my part, I ſay both Yes and No; foraſmuchas the!'in- 
of the opaque humours that meet in the natn- 
e e ee e 
l ſenſible One ſees at 


tht dart his rays upon the-edncavity of the earthy 
nds 
Char. No, en all capable of changing my 
opinion. 44. 
Sir Faſ. My . petite ay de er becks! 
Oh, the great power of phyße! Ob, the admirable 
phyſician! How can I reward thee for boch a ſetvice? 
Gre. This has given me @ moſt inſufferable 
deal of trouble. ¶ Traverfing- the — in a great boat, 
the apotheca 


c=. Yeu Bit, I have . 


have recover'd it to tell you, that I never will have any 
huſband but Leander. [ Speaks with groat cr, and 
drives Sir Viper round the Stage 
F 7a But 1631 
Char. Nothing is capable to dale we reſolution 1 
1 © 


Sir Jaſc What! 
cn. Yournhawrick 4 is in win; w your diſcourſes 
ſignify nothing. | 
Sir Faſe Fi engt „, Let 


Fes . = 


* 


che . ray of . rms depends on the Black 
the circle of the nivon 3 CS wh the fun, 


1 1 2 a 


E 


—— — 


— 
— — = 
2 — — — 22, ao. 
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very Gobi of him; I had rather 
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| Cha. I am determin'd; and all the fathers in the 


world ſhall n v e Th to my in- 
clinations. 


Sir Fafe Ae | 

Cha. I never . — and if I 
muſt not have the man J like, Iu die a maid. 

" Che. No ; not in any manner not in the leaſt ot 
at all: you throw away your breath; yu loſe 
time: you may confine me, beat me, bruiſe me, de 
me, me; do what you will, uſe me as you will, but 
I never will conſent ; nor all your threats, nor all your 
blows, nor all your ill-uſage, never ſhall force me to 
conſent. So far from giving him my heart, I never will 
give him my hand: for he is „Mer 

the devil, I had ra- 
ther touch a toad: vou may make me miſerable any 


other way; but with him you ſhan't, that I'm reſolv'd. 


. Gre. There, Sir, there; I think we ern 
her tdogue-to u pretty tolerable. conviſtency 
Sir Jaſ. Conliſtency, quotha !- why, there is no ſtop» 
ping her tongue. Dear doctor, I deſire you would 


. -Gre. That's impolſible, Sir; all that I can do to 
ſerve you is, I can make you deaf, if you pleaſe... 

Sir 28 And do you think —— _-', - | 
Il your reatoning ſhall never conquer my reſo- 
ation. * 


770 You. ſhall marry Mr Dapper this evening 
205 I be buried firſt. 


Gre. Stay, — ſtay z let me alate this affair; it 
is a diſtemper that polleſes her, am * know what re- 
madly to apply to it. 

Sir Jaſ. dent rene, NN 

pers of the mind 

Gre. Sir, I can cure = thing. Hark ye, Mr Apo- 


make her dumb again. 


thecary, you fe that the love ſhe has for Leander is 
entirely contrary to the will- of her father, and that 
there i is no time to loſe, and that an immediate remedy 


is neceſſary. For my part, I know of but one; which 
is a doſe of purgative running- away, mixt with two 


2 of pills matrimoniac, and three large handfuls of 


She _ 


. —7 n 
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the arbor vite : perhaps ſhe will make ſome difficulty 
to take them; but as you are an able apothecary, I 
ſhall truſt to you for the ſucceſs. Go, make her walk 
in the garden; be ſure loſe no time; to duns. 
quick ; to the remedy ſpecific. 
— [Exeant 2 So Chron 

Sir Jaſ. at drugs, Sir, were e I heard you 
— I don't remember I ever heard tens! Pele 
of before? 

Gre. They are ſome, Sin lately diſcorer' by the 
Royal Society. 

Sir Jaſ. Did you ever fee any thing equal to her in · 
ſolence ? 

Gre. Daughters are indeed ſometimes a little too 
bo REY imagine} Si how fooliſhly fond 

Sir Ja.. ou cannot Ir, 
ſhe is 4 15 Leander. 6 
FEre. Then ue Sir, cauſes that in young 
© minds. : LG ERR 
Sir 7 For ebe thermondant; L. Ates e 
violence of her paſſion, I have always kept her oy 

© Gre. You have done very wiſely. 

* Sir Faſ. And I have prevented them-from b 
the leaſt communication together: ſor who rh. 
what might have been the conſequence? Who knows 
* but ſhe might have. nnn have run 
e o& 1227620 30 F * 

© Gre. V ery true. hes 3 for WO 

« Sir A » Sir, me e verning 
e I 2 Pay ſome reaſon to be vain — that E 1 
think I have ſhown the world that I underſtand a little 
c of women, I think I have: and let me tell ou, Sir, 
there is not a little art requir'd. If this had had 
* ſome fathers, they had abt kept her out .0 rr 
of ſo vigilant a lovet as I have Games 

. * Gre. No certainly, Sir.“ 1 Ilia * 

4 Enter Dorcas. \ 

Dor. Where is this villain, this rogue, . 
phyſician-? 

Sir Faſ. Heyday ! what, what, what's the' matter 
now? 


Dor. Oh, firrah, bang gear- have-deſtroyed- 


your- 


Fre Leave me, or you'll break my beart.. - 
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your wiſe, villain ?. Would ha been 

of nde, dog! : _ * = 
n e een n 
Sir „el. Poor wretch For pity's lake cure her, 


a. Sir, 1 not cure has; valefs ſomebody gives 
mae 2 ſee If you will give me a fee, Sir Jaſper, you 


all fre me (ure her this inſtant. 


Der. I'll ſee you, you villain Cure me! 
lf 76. Ce EET. | 
3 your ſkill 
= give Dyrens & pil, - 
Youu not ne 
+ Cou'd wives but b 
To ſwallow the draught, 
K Een huſband would be © phyßeian. 
Enter James. 

N Q Sir, -undoge, | undone |: Your daughter is 
Tun awa with her lover Leander, 8 
guit & li . bpothecarym=ard this is the rogue cf: 

who! has contriv's all the affair. 

Sir Faſ. How! am I abus d in this manner! Here, 
ho is there? Bid eee, Ken 
Pers — fellow to jad — 

Fa. indeed, my good dodtory you ftand . very fair 


abance to be hang'd for ft an heireſs. 
Gre. Yes indeed, I believe 1 ſhall take my degrees | 
NOW. 


r Badvars they going to hang you, my dear Inv 


_— Babes tay dear wife: = 
Dar. Had you fin d the faggots, i had been ſome 
conſolation, 1! 


© Dor. No, I'll fey to encourage you at your death 


| © —nor will I budge an inch till Pre feen you hang'd.“ 


To them Leander and Charlotte. 
Tea. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had for- 
bid your houſe, reſtores your daughter to your power, 
eden dick he Yiadbetvlar ban I receive her, Sir, only 
at your + have received letters, by which 1 
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ceeds that of your intended ſon-in-law. 
Sir Jaſ. Sir, your vines beyond eſtates; 
give you my daughter with all the pleaſure in the 


deareſt Charlotte. And, doctor, II make thy for- 


tune too. 


Gre. If you would be ſo kind to make me a phyſician. 


in earneſt, en 9 
Lean. Faith, doctor, I wiſh I could do that a de 


urn for your having made me an apothecary; but u 
— A —— 
Der. So, fo; our phyſician, I find, has brought about 
fine matrers. 
you have been a phyſician at all? 
Sir Jaſ May F beg to know whether you are a phy- 
fician or 2 what the devil you are? 
Gre. I think, Sir, after the miraculous cure you have 
ſeen me perform, you have no reaſon to aſk whether I 
am a phyfician or no—And for you, wife, I'll hence- 


forth hay: you ballave with. all deference to my great · | 


neſs. 


AIR, ve cheated the Parſon, &c. 
Whien tender young vivgins look andſcomplain, . 
You may ſend for a dozen great doctors in N 
All give their opinion, and 1 their 
Each writes her a cure, though all. miſs, her diſeaſe 
Powders, drops, 

 Juleps, ſlops,. ++ 4: 3077 F& 

A cargo of poiſon from phyſical hope. 


Though they phyſie to death the unha ds, 
What's-that to 12 doctor fince N | 


hp + E know how you may manage her Aght? 


r has brought pant a . ee 
Can never 
Nor mifcarry, . Ich edel 
If the lover be but the apothitoary. .” n 
Cuno aus. dune u 


Can never vary, &c- . | 


/ 4 4 
* * 
* 


2 


Lean. Now my fortune makes me happy indeed, my 


And is it not -owing to me, firrah, that 


Bor. Why, thou puff'd up fool, 1 could have. made 
as good x a phyſician myſelf; the cure was owing to the 


- not the doctor... 


O's: TAS 


* 


'F. mag. 8 © E. 
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auen by Mr G AR RIC K. 
dar tes by him in the charafer of an. dh. 


this Court, I'Pz7ER Burr appear, 
5 born, and bred an Auffiancer * ; 


and cke a hundred others, 


* m dals and fear im plore ye, COATS 
RN — lelp'rate eaſe before ye. BL ' 
"Tis fg — —— ob 229 
To laugh at us, our callin our friends : 
If lo: ds and ladies, and lock dan dainty folks, 
cur'd of auction- hunting by his jokes; 
Should this odd doctrine ſpread throughout the land, 
Before you buy, be ſure to underſtoud; 
Oh, think on us what various 4lls will flow - 
When great "ann purchaſe—— what _ know! 
as 1% Why 
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PROLOGUE us 
laugh at T48rz ? It is a harmleſs faſhion,  _ - 
ite es cach nta} n: 8 
a fair ones 1 —— will nc'er _ to man, 
While thus they rage for ina and japan. 
The „too, in 2 connoiſſeur, 
Are ever decent, dclicate, and pure; 3; 
The (ſmalleſt hair their looſer — hold, 
uſt warm when ſingle, and when married, cold: 
ir blood at «+ bob of beauty geatly flows; - 
Their Venn: and want a noſe! 
No am'rous paſſion with deep knowledge thrives ; 
'Tis the complaint, indeed, of all our wives! 
'Tis ſaid Vertu to ſuch a height is grown, | 
All artiſts are encourag'd——but 4 own. 
Be not 1 I here declare an 
F never goods of fareign 
Ne'er — — — See or bis 
My beſt antiquities aye made at home. 
ve Romans, Greeks, Nalians, near at hand, 
True Britons all——and living in the Strand. 
I n&er for trinkets rack my pericranium, 
— out my room from Hercalanemm. 
But 


54 it be known that Englifþ are employ'd, 
Our manufacture is at once deltroy'd ; _ VL 
rr what our countrymen deſerve, 

U thrive as ancients, but as moderns ſtarve·— 
H we ſhould Tall o you it will be owing 3 
Farewell to griz——they're goin; 20k going, er! 


The fatal hammer's in 
e | 


A c T 1. 
Sczus,. A painting Room. 
Enter Caauiux, followed by the Bey. 


Caan. 
LA — by: the pallets 
Any viſitors or 
Boy. Squire Felltrer has C 

Miſs Raeket's pictures being immediately finiſh'd — 
carry d home — As to Ne wile and children, be ſays, 
you may take your own time. 

Car. Well 

3 a meſſage too — 


= 77x 30x 


Pen -I can't remember her name, but tis upon tlie 
flate. She defires to know if you will be at home about 

Car. Fetch it. [Exit Boy.] Was the whole of our 
profeſſion confined to the mere buſineſs of it, the em- 
ployment would be pleaſing as well as profitable; but, as 
matters are now managed, the art is the Iaſt thing to be 
regarded. Family connections, private recommenda-- 
tions, and an cafy genteel method of flattering, is to 
ſupply the delicacy of a Guido, the colouring of a Ru- 
bens, and the defign of a Raphael all their qualities 
centring in one man, without. the firſt requiſites, would 
be uſeleſs; and with theſe, not one of them is neceſ- 
ſary. — | 

Enter Boy with the Slate. 

Car. Let's fee——Oh! lady Pentweazel from Blow-- 
bladder-ſtreet—— Admit her by all means z. and if Puff 
or Varniſh ſhould come, I am at home. [Exit Boy. ] 
Lady Pentweazel.! ha, ha! Now here's a proof that 
avarice is not the only or laſt paſſion old age is ſubje& 
to. This ſuperannuated beldame gapes for flattery, 
like a neſt of unſtedg'd crows for food; and with them, 
too, gulps down every thing that's offered her—no mat- 
ter how coarſe. Well, the ſhall: be fed; I'll make her 
my introduQtory key to the whole bench of aldermen. 

Enter Boy with Puff. 

Boy. Mr Puff, Sir. —_ — 

Carm. Let us be private. What have you there? 

Puff. Two of Rembrandt's etching, by Scrape in 
May's buildings: a paltry affair, a poor ten-guinea 
job; however, à ſmall game ——youcknow the proverb. 
What became of you yeſterday ? 

Car. T was detailed 


by Sir Poſitive Bubble. How 

went the pictures? The Guido, what did that fetch? 
Pu. One hundred and thirty. ter . Tf 
Car. Hum ! Four guineas the frame, three the paint- 

ings then we divide juſt. one hundred. and twenty- 


Puff. Hold not altogether ſo fak—— Varniſh had 
two pieces for bidding againſt Squander,- and: Bruſh five 
for bringing Sir Tawdry Trifle. _ ww 
7 Car.. Mighty. well! Look ye, Mr Puff, — 

people 


clandeſtinely fold the copies, and 1 have all the original 
in 2 lumber- room. f 

Come, come, . vou are no front loſer 
by "tat Ab! that lumber-room! that lumber-room 
_ $i ar is the beſt condition'd eftate in the 


2 | 
rh 


tary application of the ſpaltham · pot, it became a Guido, 


worth a hundred and pounds. * Beſides, in all 
* traffic of this kind, there muſt be combinations. 
8 an our and it is but fair 


and then add ſome tints of antiquity i 

do it in condeſcenſion to the forble of the world 
Sir, age, age, Sir, is all my pictures want to 
A IS pm ae. maſters from whom they are 
taken: and let me tell you, Sir, he that took my Su- 


ſannah for a Guido, gave no mighty proofs of his igno- 


rance, Mr Puff. 


Puff. Why, thou poſt-painter, thou dauber, thou | 


execrable white-waſher, thou «© Sirrah,” have you fo 
ſoon forgot the wretched ſtate from whence 1 > 
you? The firſt time I ſet eyes on you, © raſcal !* 
was your occupation then? Seribbling, in ſcarce levible 
— Coffee, tea, and chocolate, on a bawdy-houſe 
window in Goodman's-fields. 

Car. The meanneſs of my original demonſtrates the 
greatneſs of my genius. 

Ful. Genius ESL dog. Pray, how high did 


your 


*. 
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your genius ſoar ? To the daubing diabolical angels for 
ale-houſes, dogs with chains for 8 roundg 
of beef and roaſted pigs for Porridge my 
Car. Hannibal Scratch did the ſame. 

' Puff. From that contemptible ſtate did not I raiſe you 
to the Cat and Fiddle in Petticoat-lane ; the Gooſe and 
Gridiron in Paul's Church- yard; the firſt ive things 
you ever drew, dog: 

Car. Pox take your memory. Well, but, Mr Puff 


;you are ſo 

Pup. Nor did I quit you then: Who, 8 
mended you to Prim Stiff, the wercer upon Lien. 
kill; how came you to draw the queen there ? 


[Loud Inacls at the dvr. 
ar. Mr Puff, for Heaven's Dear Sir, you are 
W ts we ſhall be blown 5 


By. 8 1 
ir, my — 
* (NOISES then hap Ga Dear 


you 
—ů—— 
Puff. ve at next ; in 
half an hour's time | 
Car. I ſhall be at leifure. Dear Puff 


Puff Dear Carmine —— [Exit Puff, 

26 Son- of a whore —— Boy, ſhow the oP: up 
EO _ Enter ory fo Pentweazel 

T. Pen. Fine pi pieces ! And, i in- 


an Rum] L 15 n 

ha! Lady Glumſtead, by all "that's ugly—Pray now, 

—— how do you limners contrive to Overlook 
the uglineſs, and yet preſerve the likeneſs? 

Car. The art, Madam, may be convey'd in two words: 
where nature has been ſavers, we ſoften ; where ſhe has 
been kind, we aggravate. 

L. Pen. Very ingenus, and vexy kind, truly. Well, 

goed Sir, I bring you a ſubject that will demand "ark 
| W 
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| whole of the firſt part of your {kill ; and, if you are ® 
leiſure, may begin 

Car. our ladyſhip-is here a little ungrateful to na- 
ture, and cruel to yourſelf ; even lady Pentweazel's ene- 
——————— 


ui ve ee good Sir. Nur. I have 
had my day, Mr Carmine; I have had my day. 

Car. And have ſtill, Madam. The rü I 
ſhall make between what you were, and what you are, 
will be no more than what Rubens has diſtinguiſhed 
between Mary CO | 

Z. Pen. Me Carmine, vow are a very judicious 
perſon. I was alwa n When 
my piece was firft Ty the limner did me after Venus 
de Medicis, which, 1 ſuppoſe, might be one of Mary's 
« ſiſters ;* but things muſt z to be ſitting for my 
picture at this time of day; ha! ha !—But my — 2 
ter Sukey, you muſt know, is juſt married to Mr 
puty Dripping „of Candlewick-ward, and would. not be 
ſaid nay ; fo it is not ſo much or the h. as the 
ſimilitude. Ha! ha! 

Car. True, Madam; ha, ha! But if I hit the like- 
neſs, I muſt preſerve the beauty.—Will your ladyſhip 
be ſeated? She fits. 
IL. Pen. I have heard, good Sir, ry has 
a more betterer and more worſerer fide of the face than 
the other—now which will you chooſe ? 


Car. The ri ht-ſide, Madam—the left—now, if vou 
pleaſe, the full Your ladyſhip's countenance. is ſo 
exactly proportion'd, that 1 wa þ have it all; no fea- 
ture can be d. 


L. Pen. When you come to the eyes, Nr Carmine, 
let me know, that I may call up a loox. 

Car. Mighty well, "Ma 
to the left, nearer me—your 
back—and cheſt forward. 

L. Pen. Bleſs me, Mr Carmine, don't mind my ſhape 


this bout; for l'm only in jumps. —Shall I ſend for my 


tabbies? _ 


Car. No, Madam, we'll ſupply that for the preſent 
—Your hair was juſt now mentioning a I 


9 face a little nearer | 
head more up—ſhoulders 


—— — — — — 5 
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I; ſhe your face a little more towards me It ſhe the 
ſole inheritor of her mother's ? Or—have you 
IL. Pon. That!? Ha, ha, ha !-—Why that's my young- 
eſt of all, except Caleb. I have had; Mr Carmine, live- 
born and chriſtenꝰd ſtay don't let me lie now— One 
—two—three—four—five——* Then I lay falloẽ . 
bat the year after I had tina they came in Mr 
Pentweatel's ' ſheriffalty ; then „ then Robin, 
© then Reubea be 1 Mae | eveney as fine 
babes as ever trod in thoe of leather. 
cr tons teen aura ror r ige 
admirable member of the commonwealth ; tis a thou- 
rr 


| honours to reward ſuch diſtinguiſh'd merit. 1 


L. Pen. Ay, ay, Mr Carmine, if breeding amongſt 
ians wes as much encouraged as amongſt dogs and 
F nne 
outlandiſh locuſts to eat us all up. 

Car. I am told, Madam, that à bill ee fork 
purpoſe is about to paſs, and that we begin now to 
© have almoſt us much regard for the propagation of the 
0 2 cies, as the preſervation of the game in theſe king · 

me —Now, Madam; I am come to the — 4 
8 — look, that, that, I muſt deſpair of imitati 
L. Pen. Oh! oh! Sir, have you found out that? 
Why, al my famity by the the m s fide were famous 
for their eyes: I have a — _ banc 
at Windſor ; ſhe has a ſiſter at Hampton-court, a per- 
digious fine woman—fhe had: but one eye, indeed, but 
that was a piercer ; that one eye —— — 
ve were called the gimlet · ey d Oh! Mr Car- 
mine, you need not mind theſe am” in 4 by oy 
always diſcharge themſelves about Chri 2 
true carnation is ot ſeen in my 9 vw 


-— | [ Shewing her arm. 
” Cer. Delicate, indeed ar and of a charm- 
n 
Pen. oct" i has! be employ'I-enonyh u 
2 the beſt hand 1 arm in the world. Even = 
martiage never none of your ng, go 
fping, Nas gh romps, "like the' — arr _—_ the 
preleut 


1 
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family g 
298 ung ! Every body faid 1 had a n rous 
fine voice for m 
Car. That may be diſcern'd by your udyip's tone 
in convertation. | 
L. Pen. Tones vou are vi t, Mr Carmine; that 
was Mr PurcePs word. Miſs olly Griſkin, * 
ene have tones 
Car. As your ladyſhip hav preſereelt Gy thing eiſo 
fo well, 1 dare beser you have not loſt your voice. Will 
r N FR bole 
L. Pen ! Sir, you are te, 1 s impoſ- 
fible——But I have none of your new playhouſe fongs 
I can give you one „r e r by | 
Laurence Luteſtring, a neighbour's ſon. $02 4 
Car. What you — rn T 8 0 | * : 
L. Pen. (Sings) 12 
| As I nie witli bythe $48 of o'thiek | 
eee mag a 
| Her voice to pleaſe it could not fail, | 
She ſung like any nightingale. » 
Fal, de; 4 hugh, i ke.” ad. 
Bleſs me! have fach a coogh ; but there are tone | 
Car, Inimitable ones. 
L. Pen. But, Mr Carmine, Neal ingenus 
men you fin 
Car. A ballad or ſo, Madam ; mk nn 
and it would be a little unnatural not to cultivate an 
acquaintance there 
L Pen Why truly, we ought not be ne of 
our — unleſs they are poor; r you 


WW —— , 
Enter Boy. 

Boy. Alderman Pentweazel, nw Mr Puff. | 

T. Pen. Oh! he was to call upon me; => 22d ths 
auction Defire him to walk up—Mr Pentweazel, you 
muſt know, went this morning to meet Caleb, my 
youngeſt boy, at the Bull and Gate. The child has 
been two years and three quarters at ſchool, with Dr 
Jerk, near Doncaſter, and comes to-day by the York 


Vo L. I. P Waggon; 


4 


* 
— ro watt. —ͤ— — 2 — 
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waggon:: for it has always been my mam, Mr Car- 
e 
0 lang % M4 4d een 
n houſe and land are re 
Then 1 is mo excellent. 


doſt remember me? Hey ? Who am 1? n a3 

Cas. Anon? G D 

L. Pen. Doſt know me ? 

Caleb. Yes; you be mother. 

L. Pen, Nay, the boy had always a | good memo. 
And what haſt learnt, Caleb, hey? - 

Caleb. S 
in præſenti cart. 28 
I. Pen. Upon my word—that's more eee 
father could. 

Ald. Nay, nay, no time has been loſt; I 
the lad as we came along; I aſk'd him 

L. Pen. Well, well; ſpeak when you are {| 
Mr Alderman. . How often muſt I-—W | Caleb, | 


Caleb. O la! powers of ee mother. There 
was Lord Gorman's fat cock, a blackamore drumming 


7A 
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ry eee 


L. Pen. Upon my word, a pretty pareel. 

' Caleb. Yew, indeed; but the——-the fat cook. got 
drunk at Coventry, and ſo fell out at the tail of the 
waggon ; ſo we left ſhe behind. The next day the ſer- 
jeant ran away with the ſhowman's wife; the t' other 
two went after; fo only the F - 21 to town 


together. | 
Car. Upon m word, the young gentleman gives a 


. 60 7 s travels. 
L. Pen. ay, Mr Carmine; he's all over the blood 
of the G2 warrant the child will make his way. 


Go, Caleb, go and lock at them p painting 
unde kerri can find 


me out 

Ald. Lack-a-day'; well, I 4. they. are all fo 
— that I am en — which is thine, 

Puff. I an ed a2 e 
Alderman; but the poſſe of a jewel deſtroys its va- 
lue with the wearer : 1 impoffible to 
be eee = 
this inſtance he is particularly happy. Where can 
mect ith that mixture of fire and bed but in the 

Pentweazel? * 
2 — 
t 

My A of ruddineſs and health. - 

L. Pen. Sir Sir! Sir! = 263 we 

Puff: That e EY fer' on 
head, full cheſt, taper waiſt, plump 

L. Pen. Spare me, ſweet Sir. vou ſee, Mr Pent- 
weazel, other people can find out my charms, tho? you 
overlook them Well, I - profeſs, Sir, you are a 
gentleman of great diſcernment : and, if buſineſs ſhould | 
bring you into the city ; for, alas ! what pleaſure can 
bring a man of your refined tafte there |l—" | | 

Puf. Oh! Ma'am! 

we Prize Tiny; n if feed es workdent World hap- 
pen, and Blowbladder-ſtreet has any charms —— 

Pu Oh! Ma'am! Ma'am! Ma'am ! Ma'am 

P 2. L. Pen. 
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Z. Pen. eee 
though not equal to your merit 


Puff. Ma'am! 
I.. Pen. Yer in lan » manner as bor our det of 
chem. Sir, I'm your very obedient. - | p 


Puff. Your ladyſhip's uu 278 
TL. Pen. Not a ſtep. 
Puff. Ma'am | 
L. Pen Sir — Mr Alderman, your bow to the rer 
tleman. The very fineſt. 
Puff. Ma'am! ? 
I. Pen. Sir your moſt Sadler. 1 
Vour devoted. { Exeunt Alder: — Wit 
- Geri: Ha! he Well faid, Puff. What a calamity 
haſt thou drawn upon the knight! Thou haſt ſo tickled 
the vanity of the mam; that the poor helpmate will 
experience a double 2 1 of her pf. 
Pu. Rot them. 
© Car. Come, Puff, a 1 aſſiſtant to a rick 
«* alderman is no contemptible emplayapent.”.- | 
Huf. Ay, if it wert a figecure. | ; 
Cor. No, that you muſt not expect 3 but onleſs I 
am greatly miſtaken in the language of the eyes, her 
* ladyſhip's. were addreſs'd.to. your with mo e 
« tenderneſs. © | 
Puff. Well, of that et * to our bu, 
fineſs. The auction is about beginming ; and I bad 
iſed to meet Mr David Duſledorpe, vir Poſitive 
ubble, and Lord Dupe, to examine the pictures, and 
fix on thoſe for which they are to bid But fince, 
we have ſettled the wanne! ſo Varniſh' or Bruſh 
muſt attend them. 
Car. Ohl by all means urſue that. Ven bare ne 
4 conception how dear the | wo accent is to your true 
< virtuoſo; it announces taſte, knowledge, veracity, and 
cin ſhort every thing But can you enough diſ- 
Cie the turn of your face, and tone of your voice? A 
3 of Mr Puff ip mynheer Groningen blaſts us at 


1. Never fear me. I wiſh you may have equal ſuc- 
2 - gr a9 mee 
. Pho! mine's'a trie. A men mut wg ry 


-— 
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fender abilities indeed, who can't for ten minutes imi - 
tate a language and deportment that he has been wit- 


neſs to for ten years. 
t get their tones, their tones; 


i6; an inimitable by | 1 
* beſt work of x beſt 2 ; ſubject agree - 


y finiſhed, and well preſerved; a a ſeat for the 
d it to Sir Poſitive j a- for fafty : Joy 
© to your Ic ladyſhip : Come, the next.” But remember, 


let your bob be buſbyy/ and your bow lo-. | 
Car. Enough;envugh; were ftrangersto each other, 


you 
* Pa, Ablolute Oh! but what piftures of yours are 
in the ſale? - 

Car. There% my Holy Family, by Raphael; the Mar- 
riage in Cana, by Reuben Rouge; Tom Jackſon's Te- 
niers; e Tayftr's dan whhout aal from: 
Herculaneum.. 09 K 4 

Du eee less ®: 

Car. No; but they will be finiſh'd by next week. 


"Puff. You muſt take care of Novice's colle&tion of 


medals—he'll want them by the end of the month. | 


Car. The coins of the firſt emperors are now py ad 


in copperas z and I have an. Otho, a Galba, 
and two Domitians, reeking from the dunghill.— The 


. 


* you know. 
uff. Adieu. 


Car. Your's, Sir 4A troubleſome fellow, 8 


eonfounded' memory uſeful, the —— Rounds —— 


and roaſted pi 1 Muſt rid of him 
when yan = on 


But how, how then?——Oby then it * not 
wo pence. | | 


3 ACT 


when——when I have gain'd my 5 
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Ar u. 


833 IRS aby Gum 
Canto, and Bruſh. . 

OME, buſtle, buſtle. Bruſh, you Ae 

e Nail. aa ee 


Gan 3% 
Puff. 9 5 bot T ean'mak un- 
n Will that do?. 
Bruſh. To a wo ee you are 9 hither 


to purchaſe pictures for the elector of Bavaria. Car- 
mine, you muſt clap lord Dupe's coat of arms on that 
half. length of Eraſmus ; I have ſold it him as lus great- 
grandfather's third brother for fifty guineas. 
Can. It ſhall be done. Be it my province to cſta- 
bliſh the baron's J the as a connoiſſeur. ——Bruſh 


has ſeen you at rern prince 
of Blantin. * 
mig Ves; 1 was do bulineſs mightily for. prince 
antin. Ts 1 
Bruſb. Your. portraits g0 firſt, Carmine. Novice, 
Sit Poſitive Bubble, Jack — Lord Dupe, and 


Mordecai Lazarus the Jew broker, have appointed me 
are 


to examine with them the'hiſtory-pi 
moſt likely to ftick ? 

Car. Here's a lift. 

Bruſh. Huſh! hide the Eraſmus; 1 = ( I 
ny on the ſtairs. _ [Exit Carmine, and re enters anon. 

Enter Lord Dupe, Bubble, Squander, Oc. , | 

* Dupe. Mr Bruſn, I am your devoted ſervant, You 
have procured my: anceſtor. 

Bruſh. It is in my poſſeſſion, my lord ; — 1 have 
the honour to aſſure your lordſhip, that the family-fea- 
tures are very diſcernible ; and allowing for the differ- 
ence af dreſs, there's a ftrong. likeneſs between you and 
your predeceſſor. 

L. Dupe. Sir, you have oblig'd me. All theſe you 
have mark'd in the catalogue are originals ? 

Braſh. Undoubted. But, my lord, you _ _ 
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depend ſolely on my judgement ; here's Mynheer Baron 
de Groningen, who is come hither to ſurvey, and pur- 
chaſe for the elector of Bavaria; an indiſputable con- 
noiſſour : his bidding will be a direction for your lord- 
12 Tus thouſand pities that any of theſe maſters 

ould quit England. hey were conducted hither at 
an immenſe expence; and if they now leave us, what 
vill it be but a public declaration, that all taſte and 
« liberal knowledge j is vaniſh'd from amongſt us? 

L. Dupe. * Sir—leave the ſupport of the national ere · 
dit to my care. Could you introduce me 8 
— ſpeak Englim ? 

Bruſh, Not fluently, but ſo a8 to be ed 

Lord Dupe—the patron of arts, the Petro- 
nius for taſte, and for well · timed generoſity the Leo 
and the — — — — — 

1 Sir, you honour me very mightily. I was 

Lord Dupes in Hollandt. I was tell he was one de- 
5 one curieuſe,” one precieuſe of his country. | 

L. Dipe: The Dutch are an 6bliging, civilized, well - 
bred, pretty? kind of people. But pray, - Sir, what 
. j1; e 

Puff. I was come to bid for be e 
Bavaria. 

L. Dupe. Are there any here that deſerve your at- 
tention ? id if 


Puff. O, dare are good: ee es aol ate I 
likes mightily ;. de off. N and rr e 2 n 
er is in it. 


* What is the lee“ | 
| F at I know not; . 
draws and the colors. 

L. Dupe. Mr Canto, what is the ſubject 2 / BLN 
Can. It is, my Lord, St Anthony of Padua exorei- 
ſing the devil out of a ram- cat it has a companion 
ſome where oh, here !—-which is the ſame ſaint in a 
wilderneſs, veading his breviary by the light of SO 
worm. 

Bruſh. Invaluable pictures both! and will match your 

lordſhip's Corregio in the ſaloun. 

I. Dupe. wm gens gc What ee thoſe 

ans = 
2 


2 
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0 They tre as in the ſale 5 bann 
procure t j lordſhip. 

I. Dupe. The, 1 L preſume, might, have been & land- : 
the water, and the men aid the trees, and 
— bee e NN RN 


od ity 5 ite 
ee eee figures 


— oy F | 

Cu. That is a: Moſes in the bulruſhes,:;- The blended 
joy and grief in the figure of the! Giter in the. corner, 
the. diſtreſs. and anxiety of the mother here, , and the 
ere e d 


" Brafh.' Lack-a-day, u bar e modern performance 3 
the maſter is alive, and an En 
IL Dupe: Oh, then I would not . 
Puffy Here is a pretty piece I fi Rick up here in de 
2 ILwas fee: in Holland, r 
kt ; there was little mices, that wat nibble, nibble; 
nibble, upot vat 1 anti htle fhucels all 
vit bruſh tails ran up de |trees ;- and there was great 
— vat you peer that n 
cry oC. 3013152 n VIS: STELET $1006 
_ Bruſb. What! goats? 
Ha Ay, dat was de name. 
A Dupe.. 'I Qrondd think by det due goats, 
mynheer, your's was a Welch piece inſtead of a Dutch. 
1 Ah, 'twas good piece. er 
Lord Dupes was have that. piece. 


Enter Novice. 


13 rg nw ro My dear Bru, am T too 
Braſh. In pretty:good | | 4 . | 
| Nov. May, loſe CI lon ty 


phaeton the firſt ti tltne'Þ jelnip; mip: (orpelss-{f |; hare. not 
made more haſte than a young ſurgeon to his firſt la 
bour. But the lots, the lots, my dear Bruſh, what are. 
they? I'm upon the rack of impatience till I ſee them, 
and in a fever of defire till I poſſeſs them. 


3 gentleman would be glad. to 
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rer e 
and ancient Rome. x 

Can. Perhaps, Sir, we may ſhow him fomething. 0 
ter-antiquity—- Bring them forward — he firſt 
[or could ſts of -a hand without: an arm, the firſt joint of 
the forefinger gone, ſuppoſed to be à limb of the A- 
pallo Delphos The ſecond, half a foot, with the 
toes eutire, of the Juno Lucina -—— t he third, the Ca- 
duceus of the Mercurius Infernalis he fourth, the 
half of the leg of the infant Hercules All 1 
antiques, and of the Memphian marble. * n 
Le Wan All the: toes en- 
tire MU Ae.) 
Can. Al. By j 11 11 is © 18 
Puff. Her i nn Foley ths e du looks 


bad proportion. 


All. hey ! 2 * 82 

Puff What's at? | | 163349 

Can hat! (Pha! what! 1 

ie 191% meg 

Daf Corn! dat was extreme ndtural; dat i fine} 
de maiſter iv in it. 4:7} 9% | ny 


All. Very fine! Invaluable ! 75 
' Puff.” Where is de Hercules calf? * Dy tov 
agreed trad * U big, big, big, nde way ups all 
de way down. 

end - 1: believe that cules wes un ib 

- News: But where are. your buſts ? Here, here, e- 
tlemen here's a curioſity a. medal of Oriuna; got for 
me by Doctor Mummy; the | only one in the. viſible 
world ; there may be ſome under ground. 

L.. Dupe. Fine, indeed! Will you permit me to 
taſte it? It has the reliſh. [Al tale. 
Nov. Thocels! a it coſt „ 
neas. 

Paß . in ing dear , en iq 1 

Nov. So you may think; but thre times the money 
ſhould not purchaſe it. 

L. Dupe. Pray, Sir, whoſe buſt- is it that age. 
this coin? 

Nov. Iv empreſs Oriuna, 1 Lord. 


\ * 
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Z. Dae. And who, Sir, mi . I don 
recollect to have heard of the might he be * 
Neu. She, my Lord? Oh! "he e 
chat · d' em fort of a a, or wife, or 
Tomething- or than. to ſomebody that liv'd ts damn'd 
while Mummy told me the whole ftory ; but, 

before Ive forgot. it. But come, the A 
Can. Bring forward the head from Hereulaneum. 
Now, gentlemen, er ug 1 5 
All Ay, ys let's be. 4 1 71 "Y 
Can. Tis not entire, though. L. has ce 
Mer. 80 much the better r 155 5 
Can. Right, Sir—the wa IC of this pieco 
are worth all tha moſt perfe@t p ormances' of modern 
artiſts. Now, gentlemen, s a touchſtone for 
your taſte ! on Med 
All. Great | great, indeed! ]! 
Nov. Great! amazing! divine! Oh, let me em- 
brace the dear diſmember'd buſt! A little farther off. 
I'm raviſh'd! Pm tranſported ! 
But then the locks! How I adore 
the ancients! How unlike the preſent, 
ear d puppets! How gracefully they 
cheek ! fo decent, and ſo grave, and—Who 
do you think it is, Bruſh? Is it a man ora ! 
Can. The connoiſſeurs differ. — will have it to 
be the Jupiter Tonans of Phidias, and others the Ven enus 
2 from Praxiteles: but I don't think it fierce 
for the firſt, nor handſome enough for the . 
ov. Yes, i 7 otnghrioks = MWT 
Al. Very handſome; —. | 
Can. Not quite—therefore I am inclined to join a with 
or Julio de Pampedillo, who, in a treatiſe dedica- 
2 king of the T Sicilies, calls it the Serapis 
of the Egyptians; and ſuppoſes it to have been fabrica« 
ted about eleven hundred and three vn before a 
Moſaic account of the creation 
Nov. Prodigious ! and I dare fwear true. 01 lie | 
Al. Oh! true, very true. + 
Puff. Upon my honour 'tis A very fine vaſt; 3p but 
where is de noſe? 
Mor. "The nole ; what care 1 for the noſe ? Where 
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is de noſe? r „Sir, if it had a noſe, I would" not 
give ſixpence for t=—— How the devil ſhould we difſtin- 
guiſh the works of the ancients, if were perfect? 
— The noſe; indeed ! © Why, I don't ſuppoſe now, but, 
barring the noſe, Roubiliac could cut as good a head 
— = 8 rele- v his noſe ? 
The fellow ſho now omething ſomething too, 
for he ſpeaks 'Engliſh, (326 +4 

Ws * 1 ynheer Groningen, a great conncfſent 


"he db vidyhic 5 hu un 60 khn I am his ve- 
ry humble ſervant. A man muſt know damn'd little of 
ſtatuary, that diſlikes a buſt for want of a noſe. - 

Can. Right, Sir The noſe itſelf, without the 
head, nay, in another's poſſeſſion would be an eftate— 
But here are behind, gentlemen and ladies, an eque- 
firian ſtatue of Marcus — without the horſe, and 
a complete ſtatue of the empe — roy — with only the 
head and legs miſſing; both from 
This way, gentlemen and ladies. 5 

Enter Lady Pentweazel, Alderman, and Caleb. v4 

TL. Pen. Now, Mr Pentweazel, let us have none of 
your Blywbladder = Remember you are at the 
court end of the town is is a quality auction—— 

Ald. Where of courſe nothing is fold that is uſeful— 
Jam tutor'd, ſweet honey. 

L. Pen. Calch, \Keep behind, and don't be r 
Sir — [To B 


Bruſh. Your pleaſure, Ma'am ? 

J. Pen. I ſhould be glad you would inform wel 
there are any lots of fine old china. I find the 
quality are grown infinitely fond of it; and L am willing 
to ſhow the world, that we in the city have taſte, 

Bruſh, Tis a Jaudable reſolution, 'Ma"am ; and; I 
dare ſay, Mr Canto c can fupply—Blefs me, what's that? 

Aa 5 throws down a china diſh. 

Z. Pen. That boy, I fuppoſe! Well, if the miſ- 
chievous brat has not broke a—and look how he ſtands 
—Sirrah, firrah, did I not bid you not meddle—Leave 
— your thumbs, What, I ſuppoſe you learnt that 
trick r friend the monkey in the waggon? 

Cal. Indeed I did not go to do it, mother. 


Ald. 


OO —— 


- nr — — ” — 
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Au. Prythee, ſweet honey, don't be ſo paſſionate, 
W ene, The- Joſgii is "9 or { 


come, 
Br r Alderman is in the . The affair is 


« trifle ; but a twenty guinea Job. 
I. Pen. — rx any 0 ſhould have twenty 


| | piece: 

50 old j japan of the pea - green kind. Lady Man - 

men n 
the pair. arr) 

L. Dupe. A fine piece, indeed! 

Pu. is ver fine! 


Cal. Indeed, ; father, 1 did not break. it, Pons 


5 


crack'd in the middle, and ſo fell a · two in my * 

Z. Ben. What! was it crack'd ? 70 

Cal. Ves, indeed, mother. ö 

I. Pen. There, gentlemen! ue 

L. Dupe.” Ma'am, I would 3 gy 6 ſet y on rich 
this affair: you don't ſeem acquainted with theſe Lind, 
of things 3 therefore, | have the honour to tell you, that 
the crack in the middle is a mark of its antiquity, and 
enhances its value; and theſe n are, I dare a 
of the ſame opinion. 

All. Oh, entirely. | 

I. Pen. You are all of = gangs I think. A 
piece of china better than a whole one ! 

L. Dupe. Ma'am, I. never diſpute with a lady; but ths 

ntleman has taſte ; he is a forei ier, and ſo can't be 
Gd judic'd; refer it to the day grows 
late, N want S ? 8 
Ala. Sweet hon eave it to en. b 

L. Pen. Well, 8 Wo. e | 

Puff. Madam, I love to ſerve de lad ru a ver 
fine piece of china. I was ſee ſuch Ac 2 piece fel] at 
— i a hundred * "Tis ver well worth 
twenty 
Cat a4 \—father l never Mr if hos gentleman 

| ben't the ſame that we ſee'd at the painting - man 's, that 
was © pL 10 math > DOSES WE ERS 9 
2 
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and ſpeaks outlandiſh. PH be ſur enough if it en't a 


DL Pom. Hey ! let me die but che boy's in the right, 
My dear, as I'm alive, Mr Puff, that we faw at the 
limner's. I told you he was a more cleverer man than 1 
ever ſaw. Caleb 1s right ; ſome matter of merriment, 1 
warrant. | 
Puff. I with it was. {.Afide.} I no underſtand. 
Oo Mr Puff, yon are caught. LA luce. 
L. Dupe. This is a moſt unfortunate old lady. 


Ma'am, — br ns This is 


Mynheer baron de 

L. Pen. Mynheer Figs-end. Can't 1 
eyes? What! —— — 
city, we can't ſee? 

Nev. Fire me, my lord, there may be more in this 
than we can gueſs. It's worth examining 3uta. Come, 
Sir, if you are Mynheer, who the devil knows you? 

Puff. I was know Mr Canto mightily. - 

Nov. Mr Canto, do you know this baron? 


Can. I ſee the dog will be detected, and now is my 
time to be even with him for his rounds of beef and 
roaſting pigs. [Ajfide.} nen Wee err . 

tleman before. 

e 


L. Dupe. The fellow is an impoſtor; a palpable 
cheat. Sir, I think you came from the Rhine; prays 
how ſhould you like nelking into the Thames ? 

Nov. Or what think you, my lord? The raſcal com- 
plain'd but now that the buſt wanted a noſe ; ſuppoſe 
we were to ſupply the deficiency with his? 

J. Dupe. But juſtice, Mr Novice. 

Can Great raſcal, indeed, gentlemen! If 
of this ſtamp get once. a footing in theſe aſſemblies, 
adieu to all moral honeſty. I think an example ſhould 


be made of him. But, were I to adviſe, he is a properer 


ſubje& for the rabble to handle than the preſent com · 
pany 
Al Away with him— 


Puff. Hands of If I muſt ſuffer, it ſhall 1 0 


ſingly. Here is the obſequious Mr Bruſh, and the very 


courtly Mr Canto, ſhall be the partners of my diſtreſs. 
Vor. I. ä Q_ Know 


182 TAS T4 
Know then, we all are rogues, if the taking advantage 
of the abſurdities and follies of mankind can be .call' 

j I own I have been a cheat, and I glory in it. 
But what point will you virtuoſi, you — gain 
by the detection? Will not the r our crimes 
trumpet forth your folly? _ 

L. Dupe. Matchleſs impudence ! 

Puff. My noble lord here, the dilletanti, the curiey, 
the precieu of this nation ! what infinite will he 
acquire from this ſtory, that the Leo, the nas, the 
Petronius, . notwithſtanding his exquiſite taſte, has been 
drawn. in to purchaſe, at an immenſe expence, a cart» 
load of-—rubbiſh \ 

L. Dupe. Gentlemen and ladies—L have the honour 
to take my leave. 

Puff. Your Lordſhip's moſt obedient—When ſhall I 
ſend you your Corregio, your St Anthony of Padua, 
your Ram Cat, my good lord ? 

L. Dupe. Raſcal ! . [Exit. 

Nov. This won't do, Sir — Fhough my lord has not 
1 h, damn me if I quit you. 

Puff. T What, my ſprightly ſquire! Pray favour me 
with a ſight of your Oriuna.— It has the reliſh ; an in- 
diſputable antique; being a Briſtol farthing, coin'd by 
a ſoap-boiler to pay his journeymen in the ſcarcity of 
caſh, and purchaſed for twopence of a travelling tinker 
DF Sir, your humble ſervant, Timothy Puff. Ha, 

„ ha! 


| — My Oriuna a Briſtol farthiog ! 
Puff. Moſt aſſuredly. 

Nov. I'll be reveng'd. [ Going. 

Puff. Stay, ſtay, and take your buſt, my ſweet ſquire ;- 
your Serapis. 'I'wo heads, they ſay, are better than 
one ; lay them together. But the locks! how grace- 
f ally they fall all adown ? ſo decent, and ſo—ha, ha, ha! 

Nv. Confound you! 

Puff Why, Sir, if it had a noſe, I would not give 
ſixpence for it. Pray, how many years before the 
creation was it fabricated, ſquire? 

Nov. I ſhall live to ſee you hang'd, you dog. [LExit. 

Puff. Nay, hut, ſquire; ha, ha, ha! 3 Ma- 
dam, to your ladyſhip I come; to whoſe * 
ade 
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aided by the ſagacity of your ſon Caleb, I owe my diſ- 
covery. | 

Alt Look you, don't think to abuſe my lady. Fam 
one of the— 

Puff Quorum—I know it, Mr Alderman ; but I 
mean to ſerve your worſhip, by humbling a little the va- 
nity of your wife. 

L. Pen Come along, chuck. I'll not ſtay to hear 
the raſcality of the fellow, 

Puff. Oh, my lady Pentweazel, correct the ſeverit 
of that frown, left you ſhould have more of the Med 
than the Medicis in your face. 

L. Pen. daucy jackanapes ! | 

Pf What, then, I have quite loſt my city ac- 
quaintance ; why, I've promiſed all my friends tickets 


for my lord mayor's ball through your Iadyſhip's inte 
ſt 


reit. 

Z. Pen. My intereſt, indeed, for fuch a—— 

Puff. If Blowbladder-ftreet has any charms—Sir— 
Ma'am—not a ſtep—The fineſt gentleman ! ha, ha, ha! 
And what can you ſay for yourſelf, you cowardly 
ill-looking raſcal ? [L/ e Canto. ] Deſert your friend at 
the firſt. pinch—your ally—your partner No apo- 
logy, Sir—1 have done with you. From poverty and 
ſhame I took. you; to that I reſtore you. * Your crime 
© be your puniſhment.” [Turning to the audience. 
Could I be as ſecure from the — of this aſſembly, 
as I am ſafe from the reſentment of Dupe, Novice, 
Squander, from the alluring baits of my amorous city 
lady, and the dangerous combination of my falſe friend, 
] ſhould be happy. 


*Tis from your ſentence I expect my fate; 
Your voice alone my triumph can complete. 
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| W HEN firſt, in falling Greece's evil hour, 


Ambition aim'd at univerſal pow's ; 
When the fierce man of Macedon began 
Of a new monarchy to form the plan ; 
- Eaxch-Greet———(as fam'd Deneſtbenes relates) 
| Politically mad! —— won'd rave of ſtates ! . 
1 And help'd to form, where'er the mob could meet, 
| ' Aa Areopagus in ev'ry ſtreet, SY 
- 2 
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Is Philip ſick !* —then ſoar'd their ſpirits high 3 
Philip is well !—dejeQtion in each eye. 
Athenian coblers join'd in deep debate, 
While gold in ſecret undermin'd the ſtate ; 
Till wiſdom's bird the vulture's prey was made, 
And the ſword gleam'd in Academus' ſhade. 

Now modern Philips threaten this our land, 
What fay Britannia's ſons ?—along the Strand 
What news ? ye cry with the ſame paſſion ſmit 3 
And there at leaſt you rival Attic wit. - 4 
A. parliament of porters here ſhall muſe | 
On ſtate affairs“ ſwall'wing a taylor's news ;” . 
For wayz and means no ſtarv'd ao ras ſleeps; 
And ev'ry ſhop ſome mighty ſtateſman keeps : 

He Britain's foes, like d, can kill: 

Supply th' EXC rA, and neglect his till. 
In ev'ry ale houſe legiſlators meet; 1 f 
And patriots ſettle kingdoms in the Fleet. 

To ſhow this phreazy in its genuine light, 

A modern newſmonger appears to night: 
Trick'd out from Addiſon's accompliſh'd page, 
Behold ! th* Upbelſterer aſcends the ſtage. 

No miniſter ſuch trials c'er hath ſtood ; 

He turns a BANKRUPT for the public good! 
Undone himſelf, yet full of England's glory! 

A politician neither whig nor r 

Nor can ye high or low the 22 call; 

He's knight o' th' ſhire, and repreſents ye all.” 

As for the bard, to you he yields his plan 3 
For weil he knows, you're candid where you can. 
One ouly praiſe he ————— — - 

Here turns a public character to joke. 

His Panaces is for all degrees, 

For all have more or leſs of this diſeaſe: 
Whatever his ſucceſs, of this he's ſure, 
There's merit even to attempt the cure. . 


* Vide the firſt Philippic.. 


What news, what news? was their eternal cry: ? 


= 1 


£OT..K | 
| Scans, Belmour's Lodging. - 
© Enter BELMouR beating Bals k. 


« Bisk. 
XTR Belmour !—Let me die, Sir—as I hope 
6 to be ſaved, Sir 


«-Bel. Sirrah ! Rogue Tons teach you. 


«T1 
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« Br. A5Tons Bhatt Sic. ray be 
« Bel. Only meant! Yow could not mean ity jack- 
© anapes—you had no meaning, booby.— 
Br. Why, no, Sir—that's the very thing, Sir—I 
© had no meaning 
« Bel. Then, ſirrah, Ul make you know your mean- 
© ing for the future. 
© Br. Yes, Sir to be fure, Sir and yet upon my 
word, if you would be but a little cool, Sir, 8 
* find I'm not much to blame. Beſides, maſter, you 
© can't conceive the good it would do your health, if 
« you will but keep your temper a little. 
Bel. Mighty well, Sir, give your advice. 
« By. Why, really now, this ſame love hath metamor- 
= us both very ſtrangely, maſter :—for, to be 
here have we been at this work theſe fix weeks, 
VS — 9s bp with a couple of bagga- 
U a ges not worth a groat ;—and yet, heav'n help us! 
5 ö they have as much pride as comes to the ſhare of a 
| © lady of quality before ſhe has been caught in the fact 
i « with a: handſome young fellow, or indeed after ſhe 
5 has been caught, for that matter. 
Hel. Vou won't have done, raſca 
Br. In Hort, my young Aren cher mai have 
as much pride and poverty as—as—no matter what ; 
they have the deed neden at the fame time 
every body knows the old broken upholſterer, Miſs 
Harriet's father, might give us all he has in the world, 
and not eat the dons pudding on a Sunday for it. 
* Bel. Impious, execrable atheiſt ! What detract 
from Heav'n? II reform your notions, I will, you 
, Beats him. 
© Br. Nay, but m dear Sir—a little patience—not 
© ſo hard 
Enter Rovenelt, and Belmour, TIO 
Rove.  Bebnour, your ſervunt— What, at logger- 
© heads with my old friend Briſk ? 
Biel. Confuſion! Mr 
is your doing, hang- dog. _ * am 
"Fe To 


721 lad to 
a 6 Nes. 
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© Rove. Briſſe uſed to be a ſervant—he has not 
© been tampering with any of his maſter's girls, has he? 

Bel. Do you know, Rovewell, that he has had the 
« impudence to talk detraQtingly and profancly of my 
6 miſtreſs = 
, For which, Sir, I have fuffered unhumanly 
c and malt unchriftian-like, F affure' you. 

1 u leave prating, booby ? 

« Rove, Well but, ur, where does the live ? 
lm but juſt eech you n and I'll 80 and 
beat up her quarters. 

* Bel. [Half aftde.] Beat np her quarters !— 

F Looks at him ſmilingly, then half afide. 
« Favours tv none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends ;- 
© Oft lhe rejects, —— 
[Stands mufing. 

Nove. Hey! what, fallen into à reverie !—Prithee, 
* Britk, what does all this mean? 

--4 Brit. Why, Sir, you muſt know—T am over head 
and ears in love. 

© Rove. But I mean your maſter; what ails him ? 
Briſt. That's the very thing I'm to tell you, 
Sir —As I ſaid, Sr—l am over head and cars in love 
* with a whimſicat queer kind of a piece here in the 
* neighbourhood ; and ſo nothing can ſerve my maſter, 
but he muſt fall in love with the miſtreſs —Look at 
+ king ney dir 22 

Behnour continues g and mutlering to 

© Rov. Ha, ha, ha! — — To 
with all my heart 
 * [Strikes bim oz the ſhoalder, then — 

© Ye gods, enaidiite Both Tnce end Cane ** 
And make two lovers 

* Bell. My dear Rovewell, fock-> girl !=—Ten: thou- 
* fand cupids play about her mouth, you rogue — 

' * Rove. | en thouſand pounds ho better play about 
© her pocket. What fortune has ſhe? 

* Br. Heaven help us, not much to crack of. — - 

Bell. Not much to crack off, Mr Brazen Pri- 
* thee, Rovewell, how can you be ſo ungenerous as to 
© aſk ſuch a queſtion? You know | don't mind for» 
tune; r 
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©. termined to ſettle. very handſomely upon her, and on 
the ſtrength of that does ſhe give herſelf. innumerable 

© Rove... Fortune not. to be. minded LI tell you. 
what, Belmour, though you have a good. one already, 
«- there's no kind of inconvenience in a. little more. 
I'm ſure if I had not minded fortune, I might have. 
© been in. Jamaica ſtill, not worth a. ſugar-cane ; but 
© the widow Moloſles. took a fancy to'me—Heav'n, .or. 
Sa worſe deſtiny, has taken a fancy to her; and ſo, af - 
ter ten years exile, and being turn'd a · drift by my fa 
ther, here am I again, a warm planter, and a widow- 
mer, moſt wofully tired of matrimony.— But,“ my dear 
Belmour, we were both ſo overjoy'd to meet one ano- 
ther yeſterday evening, juſt as I arrived in town, that I 
did not hear a ſyllable from you of your love-fit. How, 
when, and where, did this happen? 25 | 
Bel. Oh, by the moſt. fortunate accident that ever 
was II tell thee, Rovewell—1I was going one night 
from the tavern about ſix weeks ago had: been thers 
with a parcel of blades, . whoſe only joy 1s: center'd in 
their bottle; and faith, till this accident, I was no bet-- 
ter myſelf but ever ſince I am grown quite a new man. 
Nau. Ay, a new man indeed !— Who in the name of 
JF wonder would take thee, ſunk as thou art into a mu- 

; 2 melancholy lover, for the. gay. Charles 
| Belmour, whom I knew in the Weſt Indies? 
/ g Bal. Pohl that is not to be mentioned. —You know 
my father took. me againſt my will from the univerſity, 
and conſigned me over to the academic diſcipline of a 
man of war; - fo. thatz to prevent a dejection of ſpirits, I: 
was obliged to run into the oppoſite. extreme — as you 
yourſelf were wont to do. | 

Rav; Why, yes, I had my moments of reflection, and 
was glad to diſſipate them. You know I-always told 
you there was ſomething extraordinary in my ſtory; and 
fo there is ſtill : I ſuppoſe it muſt be cleared up in a few 
days a] 'm in no. hurry about it though: I muſt 
ſee the town a little this evening, and have my frolic 
firſt. But to the point, Belmour—you. was going from 
the tavern, vou ſay.— 

Bell. Yes, Sir, about two in the morning; and I 
2 FER” ; | perceived. 
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ived an unuſual blaze in the air—I was in a ram- 
bling humour, and ſo reſolved to know what it was. 
« Br. | and my maſter went together, Sir — * 
Hel.“ Oh, Rovewell! my better ſtars ordain'd it to 
light me on to happineſa By fure attraction led, I 
came to the very ſtreet where a houſe was on fire 3 
water-engines flames aſcending, all hurry, con 
fution, and | when on a ſudden the voice of de- 
ſpair, ſilver ſweet, came thrilling down to my very heart. 
Poor dear, little ſoul, what can ſhe do ! cried the 
—_—— Again ſhe ſcream'd z the fire gathering 
force, and gaining upon her every inſtant. — Here, 
Ma'am, 1 my arms, 1']} be fure to re- 
ceive you. And wou'd you think it ?-down the 
came—my dear Rovewell, ſuch a girl! I caught her 
in my arms, you rogue, fafe, without harm. —— The 
dear naked Venus, juſt riſen from her bed, my boy 
her ſlender waiſt, Rovewell, the downy ber ther of 
her whole perſon, and her limbs © harmonious, * 
6 by nature's ſofteſt hand. 
Rove. Raptures and paradiſe iſe — What foragilo-i in Co- 
vent-Garden did you carry her to? | 


endear'dby diſtreſs, diſpers my wildefh thoughts, and 
melted me into tenderneſs and reſpect. 

Rev. But, Belmour, furely ſhe has not the impedes 
to be modeſt after you have bad poſſeſſion of her per- 


ſon — 

Bel. My views are honourable; I aſſure you, Sir; but 
her father! is ſo abſurdly poſitive —— The man's diſtract- 
et about the balance dalance of power, and will give his daugh-. 
ter to none but a politician—* When there was an exe- 
© cution in his houſe, he thought of nothing but the 
camp at Pyrna; and now, he's a bankrupt, his head 
runs upon the ways and means, and ſchemes for pay- 
0 1 off the national debt: The affairs of Europe en- 

ſs all his attention, while the diſtreſſes of his r 
6 1 paſs unnoticed. | 
Rove. Ridiculous enough: But why you mind 


& 
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him? Why don't you go to-bed to the wench at once? 
anke her into keeping, man. — K's 

Bel. How can you talk ſo affrontingly of her ?— 
Have not I told you, tho' her father is ruin'd, ſtill ſhe 
has great expectancies from a rich relation? | 

- Rove. Then what do you ſtand watering at the mouth 
for? If the is to have money enough to pay for her 
china, her gaming-debts, her and her monkeys, 
her then, — needs muſt be enſnar' d; be in a 
fool's paradiſe for a honey - moon; then come to your- 
ſelf, wonder at what you've done, and mix with ho- 
neſt fellows again :—Carry her off, I ſay, and never 
ſtand whining for the father's conſent. _— | 

Bel. Carry her of !——1 like the ſcheme—Will 
you aſſiſt me? 

Rove. No, no; there I beg to be excus'd. Don't 
you remember what the ſatyriſt ſays— Never marry 
while there's a halter to be had for money, or a bridge 
to afford a convenient leap.” 

Bel. Prithee leave fooling. 1 

Rove. I am in ſerious earneſt, I aſſure you; I'll 
drink with you, game with you, go into any ſcheme or 
frolic with you, but *ware matrimony.—Nay, if you'll 
come to the tavern this evening, I'll drink your miſtreſs's. 
health in a bumper; but as to your conjugal ſcheme, 1'll 
have nothing to do with that buſineſs, poſitively. _—- 

Bel. Well, well, I'll take you at your word, and- 
meet you at ten exactly, at the ſame we were at 
laſt night ; then and there I'll let you know what fur- 
ther meaſures I've concerted. 

Rove. Pill then, farewell; a- propos do you know 
that I've ſeen none of my relations yet? 

Bel. Time enough to-morrow. 


Rove. Ay, ay, to-morrow will do— Well, your ſcr- 


vant. 

Bel. Rovewell, your's. [Exeunt.} * ſee the gentle - 
© man down ſtairs— and d' ye hear, come to me in my 
* ſtudy that I may give you a letter to Harriet. And, 
hark ye, Sir——be ſure you ſee Harriet yourſelf ; and 
let me have no me from that officious-go-between, 
her Mrs Slipſlop of a maid, with her unintelligible 
« jargon of hard words, of which ſhe neither knows the 


© meaning 
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[Exit Br.] In 


s meaning nor pronunciation 


4 write to her this moment, acquaint her with=the ſoft _ 


tumult of my deſires, and, if poſſible, make her mine 

on this very night— _ [Exit repeatin 
Love firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's a 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid, .”? - 


SCEns, The Upbolſterer's Houſe. 


Enter Harriet and Termagant. . 

Ter. Well, but Ma'am, he has — love to you fix 
weeks ſucceſsfully ; he has been as conſtant in his 'moors, 

r gentleman, as if you had the ſubverſion of *ſtate to 
ettle upon him—and 1f he ſlips thro* your fingers now, 
Ma'am, you have nobody to depute it to but your- 
ſelf. | | 

Ha. Lard, Termagant, how you run on!——T tell 
you again and again, my pride was touched, becauſe he 
ſeemed to preſume on his opulence and my father's di- 
ſtreſſes. 

Ter. La, Miſs Harriet, how can you be ſo paradrop- 
ſical in your *pinions ? 

Ha. Well, but you know, tho' my father's affairs are 
ruin'd, I am not in ſo deſperate a way; conſider my 
uncle's fortune is no trifle, and I think that proſpect en- 
titles me to give myſelf a few airs before I reſign my 
perſon. 
25 Ter. I grant ye, Ma'am, you have very good pre- 
tenſions; but then it's waiting for dead mens ſhoes : 
I'll venture to be perjur'd Mr Bellmour ne'er diſclaim'd 
an idear of your father's diſtreſs — 

Ha. Suppgling that. 2 | 
Ter. Suppoſe, Ma'am—I know it diſputably to be 


10, 


. 


Ha. Indiſputably, I gueſs, you mean; 
1 wrangling with you about words. 
By my troth you're in the right on't 


but I'm 


there's 


ne'er a ſhe in all old England fas your father calls it) 


is miſtreſs of ſuch phiſiolgy, as I am. Incertain I am, 
as how you does not know nobody that puts their words 
together with ſuch a curacy as myſelf. I once lived 
avith a miſtus, Ma'am Miſtus !—She was a lady — 
2 great brewer's wife — and ſhe wore as fine cloaths ag 


1 
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any pecfon-ef quality, let her get up as early as ſhe will 
nd the uſed to call me—Termagant, ſays ſhe— 
what's « the Ggribcation of ach a wonk——a0d 1 ay 
told her told her the importation of all my words; 
though I could not help laughing, Mis Harriet, to ſee 
ſo fine a lady ſuch « downright ignoranimus. 

Ha. Well — but pray now, lermagant, would you 
have me, directly upon being aſked the queſtion, throw 
myſelf into the —— 

Ter. O' my conſcience you did throw yourſelf into his 
arms with ſcarce a ſhift on, that's what you did. 

Ha. Yes, rr | 
was no tune to think of it. 

Ter, Well, it docs not fignify argifying, I wiſh we 
were both warm in bed; you with Mr Bellmour, and 1 
with his coxcomb af à man; inſtead of being manured 
nere with an old crazy fool—axing your pardon, Ma'am, 
For calling father ſo—but he is a fool, and the 
worſt of fools, with his palicice—erhen his houſe is full 
of ſtatues of 

Ha.” It's too true, Termagant——yet he's my father 
Aull, and J can't help loving him. 

Ter. Fiddle — ba him !——He's an anec- 
fdote againſt love. 

Ha. Huſh! here he comes 
Ter No, it's your uncle Feeble ; poor gentleman, I 
pities him, eaten up with infirmaries, to be taking ſuch 
pains with a madman. 

Enter Feeble. 

Ha. Well, uncle, have you been able to conſole him? 

Feeb. He wants no conſolation, child Lack- a- day 

I'm fo infirm I can hardly move. I found him 
tracing in the map, prince Charles of Lorraine's paſ- 
fage over the Rhine, and comparing it with Julius 
Czſar's, 
Ter. An old blockhead—I've no patience with him, 
with his fellows coming after him every hour in the day 
with news. Well now, I wiſhes there was no ſuch a 
thing as a newſpaper in the world, with ſuch a pack of 
lies, and ſuch a deal-of jab-jab every day. 

Feeb. Ay, there were three or ſnur ſhabby fellows 
with him when I went into his roon. I can t * 


| morrow, to diſcl po 
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him to think of before the commiſſioners — | 
Qs 3 but I'll fend my nei 
rh — 5 
riet 3 m er, your „ Was a 
aer her ſake, child, — worth tall 
by your's—But I muſt be going I find myſelf but 
ill ; night, Harriet, good night. {Exit Feeble. 
a. ou'll give me leave to ſee you to the door, Sir. 
xit Harriet. 
Tet: O' my conſcience this maſter, of mine within 
here, might have pick'd. up his crums as well as Mr 
Feeble, if he had — idear — his buſineſs 3 I'm ſure; if 
I had not hopes from Mr Feeble, I ſhould not tarry in 
this houſe——By my troth, if all who have nothing to 
ſay to the fairs of the nation would mind their own bu- 
fineſs, and thoſe who ſhould take care of our fairs 
would mind their buſineſs too, I fancy poor old Eng- 
land (as they call it) would fare the better among em 
his old crazy pate within e the. 
nee the man is paſt his grand clytemnefter. 


[Exit Termagant. 


- 


Scexs, Diſcovers Quidaune at a Table, with Newſ- 


papers, Pamplets, &c. all around him. 
| Prid. Six and three is nine—— ſeven and four is't 


ven, and carry one let me ſee, 126 million 
thouſand 328——and all this with about——where, 
where's the amount of the ſpecie? Here, here with 
about 15 million in ſpecie, all this great circulation 
good, good—Why then, how are we ruined ?——how 
are we ruined ? What ſays the land-tax-at 4 ſhillings in 
the pound z two million? now where's my new aſſeſſment ? 
——here here—the th part of twenty ; 5 in 
2 I can't, but 5 in 20 (pauſes) right, 4 times why 
then upon my new aſſeſſment there's 4 million how 
are we ruined What ſays malt, cyder, and mum? 
eleven and carry 1, nought and go 2 
good ; malt, hops, cyder, and mum. Then there's the 
wine-licence, and the gin-a&— The gin-a& is no bad 
1 the people will ſhoot fire dawn their throats, 
in a Chriſtian country they ſhould pay as much as 
— I for ſuicide, alt, good ſugar, very. 
FI L R — in- 


294 THE VPHOLSTERBR, 


edi have — effect upon the 


- newſpapers, and we ſhan't have enough of — 
for a 


But there's the lottery— here's my new - 
— — for the amount of the 


. whole how are we ruin'd? Lt per e 
ee 05 7 — 

en Sie, Sir — . 

Nil. rr Nu put 
me 0ut—aought and ca 

Ter. Counſellor Codi. ae 
— Prithee be quiet, woman —— bow are we 

Ter. Ary, V'm-eonfidou as how youmey thank your- 
| fol ee awe: ruinetioa. 
'- Nnid. Ruin the nation! hold your tongue, you 
Jade, I'm mifing the ſupplies within 2 
did I carry ? 
| Fes Yes, youve carried your pign we fine mar 


3 Get out of the room, huſſey you trollo 
get out of the room —— [ Turning her _ 
Enter Razor with ſuds on his hands, &c. 

- - Quid; Friend Razor, Pm glad to ſee thee——Well, 
haſt got any news? 

Nam A budget! 1 left a gentleman half-ſhaved in 
my ſhop over the way; it came into my head of a fud- 
den, ſo L could not be at eaſe till I told you. 
"Soi That's kind, that's kind, friend Razor—never 

the p he can wait —— 
"Re. ts, fo he can, he can wait. 

' Paid; Come, now let's hear, what is't ? 

* Raz. I ſhaved a great man's dutler 6 . 
Dri. Did ye 8 
; Sud. Ay! 1 [+ 

Raz. Very true (Both ſhake their head.) 

' Buid. What did he ſay? 

Ras. Nothing. 

rid. Hum — how did he look ? 
Raz, Full of thought. 


Quid, 
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Suid. Ay! full of t —— what can that mean? 
Raz. It muſt mean ing. [ Staring at eachother. 
Quaid. Mayhap ſomebody ma be going out af place. 
Raz. Like eno s ſomething at the bottom 
when a great man's butler looks grave; things can't 
hold out in this manner, maſter Quidnunc !—Kangdoms 
riſe and fall! Luxury will be the ruin of us all, it 
will indeed. [ Stares at him. 
uid. Pray now, friend Razor, do you find buſineſs 
as current now as before the war ? 
wig the Lord knows 


| Raz. No, no, I have not made a 
when, I can't mind it for thinking of my poor country. 

Quid. That's generous, friend Razor — 

Nax. Ves, I can't gr my mind to any thin for think- 
ing of my country; and when I was in Bellen, it was 
the ſame: I couid think of nathing elſe 1 in Bedlam, but 
poor old England, and ſo they ſaid as how I was in- 
curable for it. 

A S'bodikins ! they might as well ſay the ſame 
me. 


Raz. 8⁰ they might Well, your ſervant, Mr Quid- 


nunc; I' go now and ſhave the reſt of the geatleman's 

face—Poor <a England! [ [Sighs and ſhakes his dead. Going. 
Puid. But hark ye, n 

if he has got any new — 

_- Ras. I will, Iwill. 
Onuid. And d' nee 


Raz. 1 will, I will poor old England! LGeing, 
returns) O, Ke Ge 1 want 0 ul e : 
ROW — 

| Enter T | 

Ter. Gemini! gemini — © 2s Ms 
little difference for his — — 5 * 

uid. I tell you, Mrs 
2 


ws yonder ; for ſhame, grooms — oo 
bankrupper like my maſter, — Te fol of 


—_— as you have, pretty little things—that's what 
you © — 

Raz. I'm a- coming, I'm a- coming, Mrs Termagant. 
2 1 ou ſleep in webs bed we 


Y at - - 


— 


—B — ——— 
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thinking what will come of the Proteſtants, if the Pa- 
piſts ſhould get the better in the prefent war 
| vid PU tell you—the geographer of our coffee. 
hou was ſaying the n that there is an huge 
tract of land about the pole, — the Proteſtants may 
retire z/ and that the Papiſts will never be able to beat 
*em thence, if the northern powers hold together, and 
the grand Turk make a diverſion in their favour. 
Rar (laughs.) That makes me — glad the 
Proteftants will know where to go, if the Papiſts ſhou'd 
get the better. (Going. returns) Oh! Mr e e 
hark ye India bonds are riſen. 

„e ?—how much? 

N az ew faid in m as how are 
rife three- 2 — Na oy 

Quid. Why then, oh makes ſome amends for the 
price of Corn ͤ—- 

Raz. So it does, ſo it does Good - bye, Mr Quid- 
nune— 'm fo glad the poor Proteſtants know where to 
go; © I ſhall n mayhap.* - 

[Exit Razor, laughing. 

Out. I hall never be' rightly eafy-till choſe eareen- 
ing wharfs at Gibraltar are repaired— 

Tier. Fiddle for your ty 0 impair your d for- 
tune, do that. 

* Puid. If only one ſhip can heave down at a time, 
© there will be no end of it and oy why ſhould wa- 
* tering be ſo tedious there? 
mn Ter. Look where your-daighter Gomes, and yet 

* youU be ruinating about Give-a-halter, while that 

no thing is breaking her heart.” 

"Enter Harriet. 

Ovid. It's one comfort, however, they can always 
have freſh proviſions in the Mediterranean— 
Hur. Dear papa, what's the Mediterranean to people 
in our feuation? 8. | 

Lud. The Meditertanean, child ? Why if we ſhould 
loſe the Mediterranean, we're all undone. 

Har. Dear Sir, that's our misfortune—we are un- 
done already. 

aid. No, tio—hire, here, child—I have raiſed the 


fupplies within the year. 
x Ter. 
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Ter. I tell you, you're a lunadic man. 
Vvid. Yes, yes, —— Slcald whey 
Harriet, I have ſaved a great deal out N e 


* Har. For heav'n's ſake, —— 
— thing ; my uncle Feeble's lawyer will be 
to talk with you about it | 
3 pe Polk I ed you — Tam 
the manifeſtas of the powers at War. 
Har. And fo meke mamgatiticling i626 | 
* It would be che pride of my heart to find I 
a politician in petticoats—a female Machiavel ! 
— you might then know as much as moſt 
people that talk in coffee-houſes ; and who knows but 
io time von eight the a maid. of .honour, or ſweeper of 
the mall, or | 
* 4 Dear Sir, don't 1 lee what you have got by po- | 
. Plha 1 my country's of more conſequence to - 
e vou can't think too much of 
country in theſe worſt of times ; for Mr Monitor 
— — us, that affairs in the north, and the Proteſtant 
3 begin to grow tickliſh. 
Term. And your daughter's * axe very dell 
too, I'm — 
Har. ee, ermagants——- — Q 
_ © ' Term, 1 muſt ſpeak to hin —1 know you are in 3 
6 8 ſituation, Ma am.“ 
— — it bn ee f 
of my — tickliſh too - and ſo nn that 
Mr Belmour — and | 
Lud. Mr Belmour come! I tell you, — "BOW 
box, hate my daughter ſhall never be married to a man 
that has not better notions of the balance of power. 
_— But what purviſion will you make for her now, 
with your balances ? 
Jud. There no! Why, do you think 1 
don't know what I'm about? III Bok in the papers 
for a match for you, child there's often good matches 
r in the papers Evil bet ide * dend. | 


R 3 it! 
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it !—-] once to have ftruck à great ſtroke, 
that would have 'aſtoniſhed all Europe—I thought 2 
— | 01-6700 to Theodore king © 


N . ene” ſhould: have —— crown'd 
head, and been firſt lord of the of Corſica !— 
But come—now III go and talk over the London Eve- 
ning, till the Gazette comes in——l —_ N to- 
night, unleſs I ſee the Gazette. LYN 

Ced. Me Quidmune, — — Ks 

15 your” was 

* open, and L entered the premiſſe I'm come 
* from the hall. hs 1 

nid. 'Sbodikins | this man is now come to keep 
© me at home. 

. dung Huriet' » ery pretty 
© youn z as prett lady as one would 
n wap to hold.” een, your” molt tbe. 
dient: | have dren — —-„—-—3 
* yow have all his goods and chattels, er here · 
« ditaments. ! . ö a 

Har. I thank you, r e | 
Cad. And I ſoon de draw your marriage- 
* ſettlement for my friend Mr Belmour.- 

Har. O lud, Bir! — fer befolk wy 
father -I wiſh you'd try, Sir, „ oberg erreng 
© of his affairg— | 

Cad. Why, yes, I have inſtructions for that 
© poſe: Mr Quidnunc, I am inſtructed to Ie 
A to you. | | 

* Quid. What, the law of nations? 

Cod. L am inſtructed, Sir, that you're a bankrupt 
La bancut ruptu——bangue route faire—And 
my inſtructions ſay further, that you are ſummoned 
* before the commiſſioners to-morrow —— 
2:i4. That may be, Sir; but 1 can't go to-mor- 


row;.and ſo I hall fend em rr am to be to-mor- 
row at Slaughter's Coffee -houſe with a private commit - 
tee, „„ to the affairs 


+ Cod. 


4 of Europe, —— 
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© Cod. Then, 5 if you — I muſt inftru& 
that - be y of a felony; it will be 
«a af rp he yr xy held ſo in'the 
books And what ſays the ſtatute? By the (5th 
Geo. II. cap. 30. not ſurrendering or embezaling i 
« felony, without benefit of elergy. 

* Quid. Ay!—— you tell me news? 

Cod. Give me leave, Sir I am inſtructed to ex- 

pound the law to you Felony is thus deſcribed in the 
© books: * Felonia, ſaith Hotoman de verbir feudali- 
« bus, fignifitat capitale facinui, a capital offence.  * » 

* Quid. You tell me news; you do indeed. Th 

Cod. It was ſo apprehended by the Goths and the 
* Longobards. And what faith Sir Edward Coke? 
Fier debeat falls animo. © * 

« Duid. You've told me newe——F- wb nes 2 
* was felony ; but if the Flanders mail ſhould come in 
© while 1 an there hall hoo nothing” ot all of 
1 

Cod. But why ſhould you be uneaſy ? ci bono, Mr 

idnunc, cui bono ? | 

« Duid. Not uneaſy! If the Papiſts ſhould beat the 
« Proteſtants. | 

Cod. But I tell you, they can n e of 
us. The laws againſt the further growth of 3 
vill ſecure us— there are proviſos in favour of 
6 n mp Ig rey Ts 
and 6th Geo. II. —_— 


« Quid. Ay [1 b 

Cad. Aud befdes, beſides, - Popiſh desde can't: carry 
arms; ſo can have no ri t of conqueſt, vi et armis. 
+2. Soi. That's 's true—Pm Ci wi 
© mind— + 


Cod. To be = what are you uneaſy about — 
erer. wine yer ant "56 1 

6 Quid, Can't they? 8: 
Cod. No, they can ſet up no claim If the cen 
on her marriage had put all ker lands into Hotchpot, 
© then indeed and A ſeemeth, ſaith Littleton, that 
this word Hotchpot is in Engliſm a pudding 

* Quid. You reaſon very clearly, Mr Codicil, upon 
HERBS 2 war; _— now, if yon 


N will, 
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« will, I am ready to talk a little of my affairs. 
© (;od. Nor does the matter reſt here; for how can 

« the ſet up a claim, when ſhe has 2 | 

+ oo tim bene of — ry. ie we . 

nunc, is very ſevere againſt —— 

© Quid, edn Be, have ſatisfed me— 

© Cod. Why, theeefore then—af be will evy fines, 
and ſuffer a common recovery, he can bequeath it as 
— ty oy In ſimplex, provided he takes care to 
ut in 
« Puid, I'm heartily glad of i180 that with re- 

© gard to my effect 
Cad. Why, then, kuppoſe ſhe was 40 bang id to 4 
« tnal at har 

6 3 I fay, with regard. 0 the full dſcloſuxe of 

© my eff — | 

T LH oxy a wou'd the get by that ?—it mould go 
bd upon a {pecial pleading—and as to equity 

* Quid. Pray, muſt I now ſurrender my books and 
© my pamphlets? 

Cod. What wou'd equity do for her? Equity can't 
| « peheve her; he might keep her at leaſt twenty years 
© before a maſter to ſettle the account 

Qui You have made me <aly about the Proteſt- 
s ants in this war, yan have 5 that with re- 
« gard to my appearing before the cammuſſianers —— = 

« Cod. And 3s to the ban of che empire, he may de- 
mur to that: for all tenures by ku x wc Spent 
* aboliſhed; and the ftatute 12 Char. H. has declared. 
4 all lands toJhe Held under a common ſocage. 

« Ogwid. Pray now, Mr Codicil, muſt — 
tors appear $0 prove their debts ?——— 

Cod. Why, therefore, then, if they're held in com- 
mon focege, I ſubmit it to the .court—whether the 
empire can have any claim to knight's ſervice—They- 
to Mem for > finale hem vr the wars—unum 
r is c on ſocage? 

2 idem eff quad ſervitium ſoc the ſervice of 
the Þ 

« Ouid. Im ready to attend em But pray now, 
ben my certificate is ſigned it as of great conſc- 
b to me to know thig—1 lay, Sin, when my 

i cer 
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 ceniflents'| is ſigned, mayn't I gave > [farting 
] Hey !-—What * I hear? -+ 

Cod. I apprehend—I humbly conceive, when your 
« certificate is ſigned ——* 

Duid. * Hold your tongue, a not I hear 
the Gazette ? 

Newſman (within.) Great news in the London Ga. 
zette. 

Ovid. Ves, yes, it is——it is the Gazett e—Terma- 

nt, run you jade Turns her out.] Harriet, fly, it 
is the Gazette Turns ber out. 

Cod. The law in that caſe, * Mr Quidnunc, prina 
6 HO —_— 

« Pvid. I can't "ls 3 have not time Ter- 
magant, run; make haſte [ Stamps . 

Cod. I ſay, Sir, it is held in the books 

0 . care for no books—1 — mate 

« [ Stamping: 
Cod. Throughout all the books—— Bo! the man 


« is non compor ; and his friends, inſtead of -a commil- - 
« ſion of bankruptcy, ſhow'd take out a commiſſion of - 
« lunacy. — [Exh Codicil. . 


Evter Termagant. 


Term. What do you keep ſuch a bawling for? the 


newſman ſays as how the emperor of Mocco 1 is dead. 
88 The emperor of Morocco 11 * *s 
erm. Ves, him. | L 


Quid. My oy dear emperor of Morocco“ 


F Burſts into tears. 


E Ah, 1 old Don Quickſett! Ma' am. 
Ma' am, —Miſs Harriet, go your ways into the next 
room, there's Mr Belmour's man there; Mr Belmour 
has ſent you a billydore.— 

* Har. Oh, Termagant, my heart is in an uproar— 
© I don't know what to fay—V here is he? let me run 
to him this inſtant.” X [Exit Harriet. 

Quid. The —— Merhes bebe md thy ie 
balance of Europe an ]—Well, well, come, may 


give me the paper. 
Term. The ovine would not truſt, becauſe 


a bankru and ſo I paid — -halfpenny f 
Drid. Het ſee — ler e — 
a 


1 
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Term. Give me my money then—— 
nid, Give it me this inſtant, — I 
Quid. Give it me you 3 


Term. Give me my money, I fay —— [From bim. 
Suid, I'll teach you, 1 will, you N=. 4 
Term. I won't part with it till 1 have the money. - 
F From bime 
17d. I'll give you no money, — LAſter ber. 
erm. Your daughter ſhall marry Mr Belmour. 


From him. 
255 I'll never accede to the treaty. her, 
erm. Go, you old fool. [ From bim. 
OQuid. You vile minx, worſe than the whore of Ba- 
dylon. [After ber. 
Term. There, you old crack'd-brain palitic,—there's 
your paper for you. Throws it down, and exit. 
5 — [ ftti . O Heavens !—I'm quite out 
| of breth—A jade, to keep news from me—What 
does it ſay, does it ſay : Read; —_—_——— 
opening the paper. ]—< Whereas a commiſſi 
- rape is awarded "and Wael Fart agarat Abeahem 
e whore”, 0mm pv Ps 
olſterer, dealer, and chapman, the faid bankrupt 
4 is hereby req uired to ſurrender himſelf.. Po! what 
fignifies this Auf! ? I don't mind myſelf, when the ba- 
lance of power is concerned. However, I ſhall be 
read of in the ſame paper, in the London Gazette, by 
the powers abroad, with the pope, and the 
French king, and the Mogul, and all of em Good, 


fern — s 2 pow'r of news—Let me 
ce—[ Reads. — Letters from the vice - admiral, dated 


yger, off Sw. -{ Mutters to bimſelf very ea- 
gh .J—Odd's heart, thoſe will interrupt me, 
hear their tongues a-going, „ Clack, clack : I'll 
run into my cloſet, and lock myſelf up.——A vixen ! 
—a trollop !—to want money me—when I may 
have occaſion to buy The State of the Sinking Fund, 
or Faction Detected, or The Barrier Treaty, —or— 
and beſides, how could the jade tell but to-morrow we 
may have a Gazette e mary ? 25 
A 
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ACT u. 
| Scant, The Upholſterers Houſe. 
00 Enter Quidnune. 
HERE, where, where is he? Where's 


Suid. Where's Mr Pamphlet? You baggage, if he's 


Term. Did not I intimidate that he's in the nent 
room Why, ſure the man's out of his wits. 

Jud. Shew him in here then I would not miſs 
ſeeing him for the diſcovery of the north-caſt-paſſage. 

Term. Go you old gemini gomini of a politic. | 

[Exit Term. 
- Quid. Shew him in, I ſay——1 had rather fee him 
than the © whole ſtate of the peace at Utrecht, or the 
« Paris-a-la-main, or the* votes, or the minutes, or 

(here he comes)—the beſt political writer of the age. 
| Enter Pamphlet, in à furtout coat, Ec. 

Quid. Mr Pamphlet, I am hrartily glad to fee you; 
—* as glad as if you were an expreſs from the Groyn, 
6 —— Berlin, or Zell, or from Calcutta over land, 
or — | | 

Pam. Mr Quidnune, your ſervant I'm come from 
a place of great importance. n 

Quid. Look ye there now! — Well, where, where? 

Qvid. Stay, ſtay, till I ſhut the door Now, now, 
where do you come from? 

Pam. From the court of requeſts. 

| Laying afide his ſurtout coat. 

vid. The cout of requeſts { whiſpers] are they up? 

Pam. Hot work. | | | 


Quid. Debates arifing, may be? 
Pam. Yes, and like to fit late, 


Quid. What are they upon? 
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Pam. Can't ſay.— 
Suid. What canicl you thither ? 
Pam. I went in hopes of being taken ee 


vid. Look ye there now. bal ing his head. 

am. Ive bin aiming at it theſe years.— 
Suid. Indeed !—' [Staring at him. 
Pam. Indeed——Sedition is the only thing an author 


can live by now Time has been I could turn a penny 
by an earthquake, or live upon a jail - diſtemper, or dine 
upon a bloody murder ;—but now that's all over, no- 


thing will do now but r a miniſter—or telling the 
people that they are ruin 1 
r ey are ruined. 


Quid. Yes, but they an't — have a ſcheme 
for Pay off the national debt. | 
's ſee, let's fee—f Puts on his ſpectacles ] 
Well —— well imagined—a new thought thiz——TI 
muſt make this my own—( Aide.) — Silly, futile, ab- 
. furd—abominable ; this will never do——P'It put it in 
my pocket, and read it over in the morning for you— 
Now look you here—1I'll ſhew you a ſcheme—{ Rum- 
maging his poctet. No, that's not it—that's my Con- 
duct of the miniſtry, by a country gentleman—1I prov'd 
the nation undone here; this fold hugely ——A nd here 
now, here's my anſwer to it, by a noble lord this did 
not move among the trade 
Quid, What, do you write on both lies ? . 
Pan. Yes, both fides—I've two hands, Mr Quid- 
nunc—— Always impartial, ambo dexter.—Now here, 
here's my dedication to a great man—touch'd twenty 
for this—and here—here's my hbel upon him 
Duid. What, after bei oblig'd to him ? 
Pam. Yes, for that — excites curioſity 
White · waſn and blacking- ball, Mr Quidnunc ; in utrum- 
que paratu.— no thriving without it. 
Quid. What have you here in this pocket ? hat” 
| [ Prying eagerly. 
Pam. That's my account with Jacob Zorobabel the 
broker, for writing paragraphs to raiſe or tumble the 
_—_ or the price of lottery-tickets, according to his 
purpoſes. 


* Ay, how do you do that ? 


Pan. 
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pam. As thus—To-day the Proteſtant intereſt-de- 
cliaes, Madraſs is taken, and England's undbne* then 

all the long faces in the alley 160k as Qiſmal'as a blank; 
— ſo Jacob buys aways and thrives upon our ruin. 
Then to-morrow we're all alive and merry again; Pon- 
dicherry's taken; a certain "northern potentate will 
ſhortly ſtrike a blow to -aſtoniſh all Europe: and then 
every true- born Engliſhman is willing to buy a lottery- 
ticket for twenty or thirty ſhillmgs more than its worth z 
ſo Jacob ſells away, and reaps the fruit of our fucceſs. 

Said. What! wi che people believe chat now?-- 

Pam. Believe it ! believe any thing 
low like a true-born Engliſhman's——A mani in a quart- 
bottle, or a victory, tis all one to them — they give a 
gulp—and down it goes—glib, — 

Dad. Yes; but chey an't at the bottom of things?” | 

Pam. No, not they; they "abible u little, dut cant 
dive 

Dad. Pray now, Mr Pamplet, what do pon ink 
of our ſituation? © - 

Pam. Bad, Sir, bad—And how ean it be betterz— 
the people in power -nevet fend to me- never confult 
me it muſt be bad Now here, here [ Goes 1 Hs 
boofe evt j here a mannfeript'!—this will do the bufi-. 
neſs, a mw pe ne. ſhall be taken: up, for thiv—— 

Quid. Shall ye? 

Pam. As fure as a gun 1 dan-A know the book 
ſeller's a rogue, and will give me up. 

Quid. r what ſhall "you ger by being 
taken up? | 1 

Pam. LI tell you-—[1Hper1]-in order to make 
me hold my tongue. 

8 L. Ay, vit nen wort hold yout tongue for all 
that. 
Par. Po, po! abt a jot of dar- alk un the next 


day. ' 
Ovid, Well, well, L vim you brech. bee do you 
hear no news ? have you ſeen the Gazette? a 

Pam. Yes, I've ſeen that — Great new, Mr Quid- 
| 1 hark 1 and kiſs. hand next 
wee 


Vol. E 8 am, 
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Iv 1 9 van FR. of tis 
. W d ends: 3 
> Quad. R 7 
Ham. All is vanity. A ERTE © 
75 we: Ups and downs 5 
Pam. Ins and outs.— Iz 
as = Wheels-within wheels. I 
am. No ſtoke without fire - 5 
N e that ene wall | 43 
will laſt our time. ? 
3 vey $0 fe i, will know more of 5 
gy Time will tell r E 
Quid. Ay, eee 


e Mr . Pm * oblig' d to you for 


8 
4 Lai Aid. That's, kind,” . 1 1 
would not do, Mr Pamphlet, to ſerve you. 
Han. Mr Quidnunc, I know you're à man of inte · 
y and honour—I know you yak now * we 
1 have open'd our hearts, thre i a things My uidnune, 
3 " fe or en have ans vt is in 
e our, hearts-gou- know note 
for a trifle—Hard — with aſbgnees—Now could 
not, von, to eee *alireliqgei ee "that 


note into the 


1. Hey! but would that be honell!“ | 
am. Leave that to me; a refin'd ſtroke of policy— 


Ba deſtroyed in all goxernments. | 
E Nen have ſhall — done; it wilt be po- 


litical; it will indeed Pray now, Mr Pamphlet, — 
do you take to be the true tm hay 


power? 
A Linkejto be the balgace of pemrer? | 
2 8 . — what do I tak 
Ham. The e — do I take to 
Ee” power the balance of power [ Shuts. 
5 N 
WE; 'Fhe balance of power, I take re 
court of aldermen ſits, 
Fam. No, now. _ 


| Quid. 


_— 6: rt ett SES TIED Ss 
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Quid. Ves, 78 271 
Pam. No, — ont 


dations of government and the leres are natu- 
ral. 


Quid. How d'ye mean art £ 
Pam. Prithee be quiet, man—This is the "REM 
— The balance of power is—when ſuperſtructures are 
reduc'd to proper balances, or when the balances e 
not redue'd to unnatural ſuperſtructures. 
Quid. Po, po! I tell you it is when the Sreßee 


tions of Dunkirk are demoliſh'd. 5 
Pam. But I tell you, Mr Quidnune N 
Quid. I ſay, Mr: Pamphlet aeg 
Pam. Hear me, Mr Quidn une CF: 


2xid. Give me leave, Mr Pamphlet— - - 

Pam. I muſt obſerve, Sir | 

Druid. I am convine'd, Sit—— © 

Pam. That the balance of power 819. 

Juid. That the fortifications of — 7 

Pam. Depends 2 * balances and luperfiruc- 
tureg—— - 

Quid. Conſtitute the true political equilibriam— 

Pam. Nor will I converſe with a man?? 

Quid. And, Sir, I never defire to ſee your face— | 

Pam. Of ſuch anti-conſtitutional principles 

Sid. Nor the face of any man who is ſuch a Fretich- — 
man in his heart, and has er notions' of the balance 
of power. | 1 

Quidntine re enters. * 

Ay, I've found him out Such aborkinable' prin- 
ciples | I never defire to converſe with 1 his 
notions — no, never while I live=— © | 

Re- enter Pamphlet. 
* — Mr Quidnune, one wag with wou, if you 
eaſe. /- | 
Quid. Sir, I never defies ts ſee 1 — 

Pam. My property, Mr Quidnune—1 ſhan't * 
my property in the houſe of a _—_ — 
handkerchief round his ar- filly, 9 k 
prehenſible blockhead !  - 

Did. Blockhead ! Mr Pamphlet— Fl 

F 2 


— 


5 in a paſſion, 


— 


— 
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Pam. r hepa 
lo myck js my power. | 
. <4 n your power! Gays 
am. In my powers Sir—lt's in my power wo hang 


Þ Fer To hang met —.—.— a 
am. , tO * an: 
Did not you ꝑropoſe but this mament, did. nat yo 


_ me to combine and. confederate — 


defxaud. your creditors. 
Quid. I defire it! 
Fun. Ves, Mr. e; but I ſhall detect you to 
the world. [I'll give your charater—You mall have a 
ſixpenny touch next week. | 
Flebit et infignis tota cantobitar „ 
Axit- Pamphlet. 
Mercy on me.! there's the eſfect of his anti- 
conflitutional principles The ſpirit of his whole party; 
[ never deſire to exchange another word with him. 
Enter Termagant. 
Term. Here's a pother indeed !—Did you call me? 
Ji No, vou trullop, nar 
erm. Will you go to- bed? LE 
id. No, uo, no, no -L tell you no. 
M. Better to go to reſt, Sir. I heard a doctor of 
- pbylſic ſay, as font —— a man ĩs paſt his crime— 
what the deuce makes, me forget my word :— his — 
crime -hyſteric; nothing is ſo good againſt in 
ſitions 22 reſt taken io.ita prudiſh natalibus.— 
2uid. Hold your prating— I'll not go to-bed, Pl! 
ſtep to my brother Feeble; I want to — ſome talk 
with him, and I'll go to him directly. [Exit Quidnunc. 
Term. Go thy ways, for an old Hocus-pocus of a 
newſmonger—Vou'll have goad luck if you find your 
daughter here when you come back; Mr Belmour will 
be here in. the intevim; and if he does, not carry her off, 
why then, I ſhall think him a mere ſhilly-ſhally feller ; 
and by my troth. I ſhall think him as bad a politiſhi 
as yourſelf. [Exit Fermagant.] * Well, as 1 live an 
« breathe, I wonders what the dickens the man ſees in 


« theſe 1 fox ever tox icated with —_ 
4 


93 
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Let me ſee one of them, to try if I can veſtigate 
thin r the newſpaper and radu. as 

6 « at noon, atrived at his in Pall- 
« mall, Jobn Stukely, Eid for the of the 
winter - ſeaſon.“ 8 

6 rr 
«© him, or cares a minikin - pin about him He may go 
to Jericho for what I cares — 

4 « The fame day Mr. William Tabby, an eminent 
© man-milliner, was married to Miſs — — n Bears 
* of: Mz. Jenkins! n contderahiet eder rin | 
binder lane. 

What the dickins is this to me %—Can't Miſs en- 
© kins and N to- bed, and hold 
* tongues?—Why, mult they Kiſs and tell? 

« « By advices from Violenna”—T his is policies now 
© [Reads to herſelſ] - and promiſes a. general peace.” 

* —Why, can't: that make the old curmudgeon happy ?. 

By letters from Paris This is more — 
6 [Reads to herſelf] -* and al-ſeems tending to a gene 
© ral rupture.” What the dewill does the. feller — 

Did not he tell me this moment there — 
peace, and now its bloody news again, 
© tell me ſuch an impudent lie to my face! 

« « At the academy in Efſex-itreet,, grown people, 
© are ta to dance.“ 

& Grown. people are taught. to dance likes that. 
8 well enough 1 ſhould, like to be betterer in my. 
1. dancing ——T likes the figerre of a minute as well ag 
* a figerre in ſpeech—[ Dances and. ſings. I- But ſuch 
* trumpry as the news is, with kings, and cheeſemong- 
ers, and biſhops, and Hi ——— and Wr 
books, and lap-dogs, and the 
« mile, and ambaſſadors,, and hair-cutters, as . 
piggledy together As I hope for marcy: I'll never 
read another — A Ge dene wen 
do the ſame If the man would do as I do, there 
« would be ſome ſenſe in it If inſtead of his policies, 
© he would manure his mind like me, and read 95 

* altars, and improve himſelf in — han gidge, and bom-- 
2 rom: and polite W [Exit finging.”” 

83. 
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"at +. Beenr The Street. 1 


© Bites Bebneur Rovewell, and Bfiſk, 4 

« Bel.” Women ever were, and ever will be, . 
* beings; vain, capricious, and fond of miſchief, — 5 

Br. Welt maſter. * LOR 

. Sing,. ; 

ceit is in every woman z | 
| © Bot none in: bumper can b. my draveboys, 
Rs ©. But none in 8 b can be. 

Bel. To de infulted thus, with ſuch a 
© anſwer to a meſſage of ſuch tender import] She might, 
© methinks, at k have rreated me with good man- 
© ners, if not with a more grateful return, — 

* Roy. Split her manners, tet's ye 0 rn ther 
© bumper to drown ſorrow. 

_ © Bel VE flake off her fetters—TI will, Briſk, this 
6 I wilt— 

. right, maſter; and let her know we 
_ © have found her out; and, the poct fore, | 

che that will not when ſhe may, | 

When ſhe will, fhe ſhall have nay, maſtes. 
Bei. Very true, Briſk, very true; the ingratitude 
of it touches me to the quick My dear Rovewell, 
only come and: fee me take à final leave 

© Rov,. No truly, not I; none of your virtuous minxes 
* for we. Pit fet you down there, if you've v mind to 

—vyꝛ— — n — 

* puppy of you with a eisern 

r | 
* & Bet. Youre quite miſtaken, Laffure you——You'l 
© fee me moſt manfully upbraid her with ber ingrati- 
© tude, and with more joy than a fugitive galley-ſlave 
© ofcape from the oar to which I have been chain'd. 
© Br. Maſter, maſter, mow's our time 3 for look, by 
* thee glimmering of yonder lamp, he comes along by 
the wall there —— 

Rl. Her father, by all that's My dear 
* Rovewell, let's drive off. 8 
Nove. PA per to him for you, man—=)- 

Bel. . 


xeunt. 
SCENE; 
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SCENE changes to a Street. 
Enter nc, with a dark Lantborn. 

PD uid. If the Turk ſhould actually commence 
open hoſtility, and the Houſe-bug Tartars make a di- 
verſion upon the frontiers, why then, tis my opinion 
time will diſcover to us a great deal more of the matter. 

Watch. | within.) Paſt eleven o'clock, a cloudy night. 

Quid. Hey! paſt eleven o'clock—*dSbodikins, my 
brother Feeble will be gone to bed—but he ſhan't ſleep 
till I have ſome chat with him. Hark ye, > upon" 


watchman! 
Rater Watchman. | 

Watch. Call, maſter. 

Druid. AY, ſep hither, ſtep hither ; have you heard 
any news ? 

Watch. News, maſter ! 

Bid. Ay, about the Pruffices es the Ruſſians? 

ach. ns, maſter! 

Quid. Ves; or the movements in Pomerania? 

Watch. La, maſter, I know nothing Poor gentle. 
man! (pointing to his head) Good night to you, maſter. 
— — o'clock. [Exit Watchman. 

- Quid. That man, now, has a under the go- 
vernment, —— — But I'm lo time — 
F Knocks at the dos. weather uſps 
Ihe wind's fixt in that 4 „ and we fſhan't have an 
mails this week to-come——- Come about, good 


do, come about. 
| Enter a Servant-maid. 
Med. La, Sir, is it you? 
Quid. Is your maſter at home, child? 
Maid. Gone to-bed, Sir. 
Quid. Well, well, ll ſtep to him. 
Maid. Muſt not diſturb him the world, Sin=— 
Suid: Buſineſs of the utmoſt importance. 
vid. Pray confider, Sir, my maſter-an't well; | 
Quid. Prithee be quiet, N I muſt ſee him. 


PO 3 


\ SCENE» 
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Scent, A Room in Feeble's Houſe. 


Enter Feeble in his Ni 
Feeb. I was juſt Repping in — heart, 
what can this man want ?—[ know his voice, —L hope 
no new misfortune brings him at this hour. 
Suid. Hold your tongue, by ou fooliſh buſſy——he'll 
be glad to ſce me—Brother eeble, brother Feeble ! 


n, | 

. Feeb. What can be the matter? | 

Ovid wn Feeble, I give you v5 The ae 8. 
——— ng) Britons ſtrike: home, revenge, &c. 

Feeb. Lack y, Mr — how can N 
me — | | 

Suid. Suraja Dowla is no more. 

Feeb. Poor. man ! he's ſtark- mad. i 

Suid. Our men diverted themfelves with killing their 
bullocks and their camels, till they diſlodged the enemy 


1 and the countericarp, and the bung - 


. Feeb. n hear the reſt to-morrow morning—Oh! Im 
ready to die. 

Bid. Odſheart man, be of good cheer—the new =_ 
5 their rights in the 
n m ve in 

FHeeb. But dear heart, Mr Quidnune, why am I to 
be diſturb'd for this? 

2uid. We had. but: two ſeapoys killed, three chokeys, 
four gaul-walls, and two zemidars—{(Sings) Britons 
never ſhall be ſlaves! * 

Feeb. Would not to-morrow morning do as well for 


3 
2 er op our, 


windows. 
Feeh. Well, well, — ladof — night. (Going. 
_ Quid. Here, here's Gazette. — 0 

Feb. Oh! I ſhall certainly faint. [ Sits dum. 
Quid. Ay, ay, fit down, — I'll read it to you. 

(Reade.) Nay, don't run away— I've more news to tell 


you ;. 
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you; there's an account from. William/burgh in America 
— The ſuncrintendant of Indian affairg— 
Feeb. ar Sir, dear Sir ( Avoiding him.) 
Nui. . Has ſettled matters with the Cherokees 
( Follewing him.) 
Feeb. Enough, enough—( From: him.) 
Lud. In the fame ume manner be dd before with the 
Catabaws. (Mer him.) 
Feeb. Well, well, your ſereant. ——( From bien) 
2uid. So that the back inhabitants —— (.4/ter bim.) 
Feeb. I wiſh you would let me be a quiet inhabitant in 
my own houſe. —— 
Sid. So that the back inliabitants will now be ſc- 
by the Cherokees and Catabaws.——- 
_—> You'd better go home, and thiok of appearing 
before the cammuſſioners.——— 
- Luid. Gao home! no, nog ru gu and: wk. the mat- 
tee over at our coffee-houſe. . 
| Ovid, (Returnin .) M- 8 bad a diſpute 
about the balance of pawen pray now can you 
Feel. I know nothing of the matter 
Pad. Well, — eos for that—1T have a 
grant t deal to ſay about. that. (Going returns.) Right, 
had Ahe to bave forgot, there's an erratum in the laſt 
Gena 
. Page 5: Bc iſt, col. 1k and 36h for bombs 
read booms, 


| Feeb, Read what you will 


Quid. Nay, but that alters the ſenſe, you 8 N 


Welk awe yaw Gent münmunumum 
come and tell you | 

- Feeb. For Heaven's ſake, no more '$. 

Quid. Ti de with: yon before you're out of your b. 


ſleep——- 

Feeb. Goad-night, good-night.—— _ 
| Nuid. I forgot to tell you—the emperor of Morocco 
is dead, ( after him.) So now I've made him 
happy —— I'Il go and knack up my friend Razor, and 
rake him happy bead then Ugo and ſee IX 


* 
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body is up at the colfce-houſer—and niake them all hap- 
Py there too. | 0 [Exit Quidnunec. 


Scents, A Street. A ſhablhy Houſe with a Barber 
Pole up—and Candles burning on the outſide. 


Enter Quidnunc, with a dark lanthorn. 
Quid. Ah, friend Razor! —he "but fe reſpect 
for a rejoicing ——— knows but he has heard 


Razor . out of the Window. 
Raz. Anan! 33% 
Quid. Friend Razor. 
Raz. My. Maſter I'm rejoicing for the 


vews—arill you partake » 7 ey owe. pong 
Suid. Not now, friend Razor 
Raz. I've ſomething to tell you—Tl come down. 
| Quid. This may be worth ſtaying for What can 
he have heard! | 
I a Pipe in bis Mouth, and a Tenkard in 
bis Hand. 
Nan. Say, here's to you, Maſter Quidnunc. 
Ouid. What have you heard? What have you heard? 
Raz. The conſumers of oats are to meet next week. 


2uid. Thoſe conſumers of oats have been meeting an 


time theſe ten years to my knowledge, and I never cou'd 
1 ox. are Ye right : 

2 ings an't right, fear—its enough to t 
down a bodyꝰs ſpirits —— | Drinks 

Buid. No, nothing to fear—I can tell you ſome good: 
news—a certain great potentate has not heard high-maſs 
the Lord knows when. 

. Raz. That puts a body in ſpirits again. (Driate.) | 
Here, drink, * * Good 

vid. With my heart 1. r 
dis Maſter Razor, of = ooh 1 , — 

Raz. Ves, I put a quartern Britiſh brandy i in my 
. e eee is. 

. Quid, A rebel! 

Raz. Ay, a rebel—l earned nineteen-pence half. 
penny to-day, and ſhe wanted to lay out all that great 
ſum upon the children - Whu - but I bought thoſe candles 
for the good of my country, to rejoice with, as a body 
may 
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may ay little V ſor my pipe, and this fup 
of hot—whu——— 
Quid. Ay, you're-an honeſt man and if 
did Ike you and me, what a nation we ſhou'd be! 
Raz. Ay, very true— [ Shakes his head. 
Quid. I can give you the Gazette to read. 
Raz. Can you! a thouſand thanks-——P'l] take it 
home to you — I have done. [ Drinks, and flaggers. 
2uid. Friend Razor, you begin to be à little t. 
Raz, Yes, I have — of in head but a 
— — I IIEEN of one's 


nr Well, 1 hall be at home in half an bur 


Hark ye 8 
— el 41 4 80 
I have made a rare diſcovery——Florida will 
to . with peat for their winter's 
_ 'T had it 
Raz. Ayl I am ud be poor prop of Jamaica wil 
have Florida peat to — 2 | [Exeunt. 
Scene, The Uphalſterer's Houſe. 
Enter Belmour and Harriet. 


* Mr Belmour, pray 8ir 1 — on youll 
not follow me from room to roam. 

Bel. I e me but a moment. 

Har. No, Mr Belmour, I've ſeen too — of your 
temper I'm touch'd beyond all — at your" un- 
n_— treatment. | 

Bel. Unmanl „ Madam. ; 

Har. Unma 4 Sir, to preſume upon the bee 
of my family, and inſult me with the formidable me- 
naces that, . Truly you have done; you'll be no more 
a ſlave to me. — Oh fe, Mr D I did not think 
a gentleman. capable of it. | 
Bel. But you won't conſider. 

Har. Sir, I wou'd have Mr Belmour wr EO gy aki 
tho“ my father's circumſtances are embarraſs'd, I have 
ſtill an uncle, who can, and will place me in a ſtate of 
affluence; and then, Sir, your declarations —— 

Bal. My deareſt Harriet, they were but hafty — 
let me now intreat you ſuffer me to convey you _ 


216 THE UPHOLSTE RER. 


far from your father'v roof, where we may at le ch en- 
y that happineſs, of which we have long hd the 
1 idea What ſay you, Harriet: 5 
Hur. I don't know what t ay r heart's a 
« my r r don't you take me then? 
Enter Termagant. 
Ter. Undone, undone! I all over in a Auſratio 
cold Ffimiai Gomim's coming. | 
Har. © lud, what is to be dane wo.! | 
Per. The devilt what van be done? 4295 
don't Ruſtrate yourſelf I N find ſome nonſenſe news for 
nun with * both i into that room. Quick, quick. 
run Har. 
Let me ſce—have I nothing in my et for the old 
hocus pocus to read? Pſha ! that's Mr Belmour's letter 
to Miſs Harret——1 envelop'd that — all pains 
to purvent me. Old Politie muſt not have an — 
that buſineſs Stay, ſtay, is chere neꝰer an old trum- 


r er the © per this will do [Pur it In ber pocket. 
the Gazette — 2 


Enter Quidnune. | 
Avid. Fie upon it fie upon it !—all the coffee- 
houſes fhut up Where is my Salmon's gazetter, und 
my map of the world?—an that room, I fancy 
won't 2. * 1 Know: the geography * theſe places. 


| Lc. 

Duid. What's the matter ? 
Ter. Here has been Mr be with the dad 

vid. Mir D-—tha writes the pretty verſes 
b 

+ 00 public occaions— | ” 
Ter. Ay, Mr Reptile—the ſame?—He ſays as how 
there are ſome aſſays of his in this paper-———(Soearchey 
oo” roo ren will give ee 


ud. That I will- let me ee | 
er. The dence fetch it —here is . 
tangles in my pocket there, there it is.—-( Gives ib 


paper, and drops the letter.) Pray amuſe it before you go 
to bed or had not you better go and read ĩt in bed 


id. 


4 
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No, I' read here. 
er. Do fo—he'Þ call in the morai iu get his 
to bed, I warrant me; and then Wer 


as faſt as ſhe Will —— 

Juid. Hey !—this is an old neff . 
Wigs his? (Take up the letter.) may be ſome h 
news, To Miſs Harriet Quidnunc.””—Let me 
f Reads. ] 1 by 


6 L ow Re ſuſpence? F 
« have given you. every proof of the fincereſt conſtancy 
« and love. Surely then, now that you ſec your fa- 
« ther's — — you may determine to conſalt your 
« own happineſs z if you will permit me to wait ow p 
« this evening, I will convey you to a — ear 


— II you rehgas 


„ „„ 


Why Harriet, daugh- 
ter! . I hope 
So, Madam 

Enter Harriet and Belmour. 
Hey, the enemy in our camp! 8 

Har. Mr Beimour is no enemy, Sir.— - - 

Quid. No! What dess he hark ind bed foot 

Bel. Sir, my deſigns are honourable 5 you ſee, Sir, 
I am above concealing myſelf. 

Quid. Ay, thanks to Termagant, or I ſhou'd have 
been undermined here by you. — 

Ter. ( Looking in.) Whaz the devil i here to do now? 
—[ am all over in a 

Quid. Now, Madam, an't you a falſe girl—an un- 
dutiful child ?—But I can get intelligence, you ſee— 
Termagant is my friend, and if it 'had not been for 

—— 
i Enter Termagant. 

Ter. Oh my ſtars and garters! here's ſuch a piece of 
work— What ſhall I do?—My poor dear Miſs Harriet 
—{ Cries bitterly.) 

Bud. What, is there any more new? What bus boy 


pen'd now ? 
Vor. I. * : 3 
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Ter. Oh Madam, Madam, forgive me, my dear Ma'am 
—I did not do it 2 _ — as r e. 
"Ss. Is the woman 27 __ | 
Ter. I did not intend to give KI would — 
een him gibbeted firſt. —I found the letter in your bed · 
chamber knew it was the ſame I delivered to you 
and my curioſity dic make me peep into it. Says my 
curiofity, © Now, Termagant, you may your- 
* ſelf by finding out the contents of that letter, which 
„ you have ſo violent an itching — My. © curioſity 
did fay, ſo—— and then I own: my reſpect for you did 
ſay to me, Huſſy, how dare you meddle with what 


does not belong to you? Keep your diſtance, and let 


« your miſtreſs's fecrets alone.” And then upon that, 


in comes my curioſity again, „Read it, I tell you, 
6 Termagant z a woman of ſpirit ſhould know every 


40 thing.“ % Let it alone, you jade, ſays my reſpedt, 


it isa much as your place is worth.” What ſigni- 


« (cations a place with an old bankrupper?” ſays my 
curioſity; / there's more places than one; and fo read it, 
« I tell you, Termagant.”——I did read it, what 
.could I do * n help me-——T did read it— 1 


don't go to deny it, I Jews don't——I don't— . 


[Crying very 437 

Quid: And 1 hare read & too} dow keep fuck ſuch 
uproar, woman —— 

« Ter. And after I had Fr it, thinks me, I'll give 
this to my miſtreſs: again, and her manocus of a 
father ſhall never ſee it And ſo, as my ill ſtars 

would have it, as I was giving him a newſpaper, I 
run my hand into the lion's mouth. [ Crying. 

Bel. What an unlucky jade ſhe has been. ¶ 4/iae. 

Har. Well, theres no harm done, Termagant ; 
for I don't want to deceive my father, 

Did: * Yes, but there is harm done.” ( Knecking.) 
Hey, what's all this mn and ſee, ler- 


ma | 
Few. Ves, Sir An [Exit. 
Quid. A waiter from the coffee-houſe, mayhap, with 
ſeme news You ſhall go to the round-houſe, friend 


(7e Belmour.) III _ you there myſelf; and who 
knows 
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knows but I may meet a iament man in the round: 


houſe to tell him ſome pohtics ? 
; Enter Rovewell. 


Rove. But I fay I will come in, wy friend ſhan't be 
murder'd amongſt you 
Bel. Sdeach Rovewell ! what brings you here? 
Bove. I have been waiting in a hackney- coach for 
ou theſe two hours, and ſplit me but I was as afraid they 
lmather's you between two feather-beds. 
f Enter Termagant. 
Ter. More misfortunes—— here comes the watch. 
Druid. The beſt news I ever heard. 
Euter Watchman. + 
Suid. Here, thieves, robbery, murder, I charge em 
both, take *em directly. 
Watch. Stand, and deliver in the king's name, ſeize 
'em, knock em down 
Bel. Don't frighten the lady—here's my ford 
J ſurrender. 
Rove. You ſeoundrels—— Stand off, raſcal —— - 
Watch. Down with him—down with him— [ Fight. 
Enter Razor with the Gazette in his hand —— 
. Raz. What, a fray at my Mafter wagon i 
knock him down knock him down— _ 
[Folds up the Gazette, puts himſelf in a boxing atti- 
tude, and fights with the Watchmen. ] 
Quid. That's right, that's right hold him faſt. —- 
F Watchmen ſeize Rovewell. 
Rove. You have overpower'd me, you raſcal 
Ter. I believe as ſure as any thing, as how he's a 
highwarman, and as how it was he that robb'd the mail. 
Quid. What! rob the mail and ſtop all the new 
Search him——ſearch him he may have the letters 
belonging to the mail in his pockets now—Ay, here's 
one letter To Mr Abraham Quidnunc.” —Let's ſee 
what it is“ Your dutiful ſon, John Quidnunc.” 
Rove. That's my name, and Rovewell was but aſ- 
ſumed. 
Quid. What, and am I your father? 
Raz. ( Looks at him.) Oh n my dear Sir, (Embraces 
him and powders him all over) *tis he ſure enough 
T 2 remember 
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; — waa the mole on his checkk———1I ſhaved his firſt 


— Juſt returned from the Weſt Indies, I ſuppoſe? 
Rove. Yes, Sir; the owner of a rich plantation. 
2uid. What, by ſtudying politics? 
* epoch mmm — rene | 
you happy in your 
Raz. hed ops 1 Goll hom him age. 22 
| Rove. So thou. ſhalt, honeſt Razor—ly the mean 
time, let me intreat you beſtow my ſiſter upon my friend 
Belmour here, 

Suid. He way whore fon ode phmdeor 
make an excellent paragraph in the — 
Ter. There, Madam, caleine your perſon to 

®vid. What are the Spaniards doing in the dy of 
Hondyras ? 

Rove. Truce with politics for the preſent, if you 
pleaſe, Sir We l think of our own affairs firft—he. 
fore we concern ourſelves about the balance of ns: 

| Ras. With all my bent; Em rare; bogpy- 


Cumin; Maker Quidoune, 6 
| Blels'd in your wealth, your daughter and youp fon ; 
May diſcord cenſe, faction no more be ſeen, 

R king, and queen. 
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Scans, A Grove. With a Vin of the river Letbe.. 
Canon and EsO diſcovered. ., 


Cu akon. 
Pan. philoſopher, what — 66 tranſs- 
acting upon earth? There is ſomething of impors- - 
tance going forward, I am ſure ; for Mercury flew over 
the Styx morning, without paying me the uſual * 


compliments. 
A. I'll tell thee, Charon 1 This is the anniverſary of 
Gs rape of Proſerpine; on which day, for the future, 
Ty, Pluto 
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n ſomething 
for the benefit of mankind. 

Char. I underſtand you——his majeſty's- paſſion, by 
a long poſſeſſion of the — is abated; and fo, like a 
mere mortal, he muſt nov flatter her vanity, agd ſacri- 
fice his power, to atone for deficiences But what 
has our royal 5 — — 
mortals ? 

E,. As mankind, you know, are ever complaining 
of their cares, — 5 aides . _— conditions, the 

ne d to, that the 
— to the x Lethe, as a braces 
remedy for their complaints——Notice has been 
given above, and proclamation made : Mercury is to 
conduct them to the Styx, you are to em over to 
Elyſium, and I am placed here to di the wa- 
ters. 

Char. A Die 
truly! If Br 2 majeſty fs hes theſe whims, I muſt pe- 
tition the court either to build a bridge over the river, 
or let me reſign my employment. Do their majeſties 
know the difference of weight between ſouls and bodies? 
However, i'll obey their commands to the beſt of my - 


power; I'll row my crazy boat over and meet em ; but 
many of them them will be relieved from their cares before 
they reach Lethe. 

22 How ſo, Charon? 

Char” Why, I ſhall leave half of em in the Styr; 


and any water is a fpecifie againſt care, provided it be 


taken 28 | 
Enter Mercury. 

Mer. Away to your boat, Charon ; "KY are ſome 
mortals arriv'd, and ihe females among 'em will be very 
clamorous if you make em wait. 

Char. I' make what haſte 1 can, rather than give 
thoſe facr mme 2 topic for converſation. | | 

| Co within, Bogt, boat, boat ! 
Coming—coming—— ounds, you-are in a bur- 
xy, fure l Mi <eatte theſe — o many 
"_ complaints, whey there's no patience among em; if 
' they were dead now, and to be ſettled here for ever, 
Bey be dvd C they'd make ſuch a rout to 
COMme 
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come over But care, I {i is thirſty ; and till 
« they have drench'd themſelves with Lethe, there will 
be no ng em: however, Fü een te work; 
and ſo, Sed Ker, and brocher Mercury good bye 
to ye. wa [Exit Charon. 
_ Nom to my office of j 
which, to the beſt of my knowledge, I will a& with 
impartality ; for I will immediately relieve real objects, 
and only divert myſelf with pretenders. F 
Mer. * A& as your wiſdom directs, and conformable 
to your earthly character, and we * have few mur. 
* 
I fill retain — e never to 
advice or charity to thoſe that want either; 
and rudeneſs ſhould be equally avoided ; folly 
6 My vice ſhould never be ſpared : and tho* by a&in 


* thus, you may offend many, yet will pleaſe the 


better few 3 and the approbation of one virtuous mind, 


is more valuable than all the noiſy applauſe and un- 

certain favours of the and guilty.“ 

- Mer. Incom ! boch men and gods ad- 

mire thee ! We muſt now prepare to receive theſe mor- 

tals; and, leſt the ſolemnity of the place ſhould ſtrike 
'em with too much dread, I raiſe muſic hal 22 

| their fears, and embolden them to approach. 

Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex, 

Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex 3 

Whoſe lives hardly ret ico bo dkk;: 

Who riſe without joy y, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep ofthe ream, and forget all your c. 


Old maids ſhall fo what they with foe in vain,” 
a yo n | 
rake Bal & laſt night bb wes eloy'd, © 
* 5 | 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe ; 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 2 


III. * IX N * - 


The with epcne — forget old her wands, ' For 
Or. drench her fond fool, to forget her gallants ; 


udge and examiner: in | 
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The troubled in mind ſhall go. cheerful wa, 
erday's wretch be quite happy to-day : | 
, Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and all your care. 
tf. Mercury, Charon has brought over one mortal 
z conduct him hither. [Exit Mercury. ] Now 
— a catalogue of complaints, without the ac- 
knowledgment of one fingle vice. —* Here he comes 
«© if one may gueſs at his cares by 44939 re- he 
© really wants the aſſiſtance of Lethe. Bb 8 
— Enter Poet. 
Poet. — your humble — Soni humble * 
vant — your name is -I know your perſon inti- 
* mately, though I never ſaw you before ; and am well 
© acquainted with you, though I never had the honour 
of your converſation. | 
_ * AMſep. Vou are a dealer in paradoxes, friend. | 
Post. I am a dealer in all parts of ſpeech, and in 
all the figures of rhetorio I am a poet, Sir 
and to be a poet, and not acquainted with the great 
Aſop, is a greater paradox than—I honour you ex- 
_ < tremely, Sir z you certainly, of all the writers of an · 
«. tiquity, had the greateſt, 2 ſublimeſt genius, the 
% Hold, friend, I hate flattery. 
+ Peet. My own taſte exactly, I aflure-you—Sir, no 
man loves flattery leſs than myſelf. 
2 80 it appears, Sr, by your «nt BE 
6 give it away. 
Poet. You have hit its Mr.Zſop, 1 have hit i 2 
L have given it away indeed: I did not receive ane 
farthing for my laſt dedication; and yet, would you be- 
* eve it? abfolutely gave all the virtues in heav'n 
© to one of the loweſt — upon earth. 
A Tis hard indeed to do dirty work for nothing. 
Poet. Ay, Sir, to do dirty work, and ſtill be dirty 
« one's ſelf, is the ſtone of Syaphus, and the thirſt of 
© Tantalus You Greek. wnters, indeed, carried your 
point by truth and-ſimplicity— They won't do now-a- 
days our patrons mult be tickled into generofity— 
* You gain'd the greateſt favours, by ſhowing your own 
«. merits ; 1 ma reg by 1 


1 
2882 
— 
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« thoſe of other people. Vou flouriſh'd by truth, we 


e tempors mutantur. 

A lodeed, friend, if we may gueſs by your pre- 
« ſent plight, you have P your to very 
little purpoſe. 

« Poet. Ifo zery kettle, Ven my word—but they al 
find that I can open another vein———Satire is the 
« faſhion, and ſatire they ſhall have Let em look to 
* it; I can be ſharp as well as fweet—l can ſcourge as 
© well as tickle I can bite aww—— 

A You can do any thing, no doubt. But to the 
* buſineſs of this riſit, for I expeRt a great deal of com- 
« pany—what are your troubles, Sir? 


« Hoeet, Why, Mir lap, I am troubled with an odd 


kind of diſorder I have a fort of a whiſthng—a fing- 
ing r an i wer, in my head, which 1 
cannot get rid o 
« Af. Our waters give no relief to bodily diſorders ; 
J — only affect the memory. 
vet: From whence all my diſorders proceed 
4 5 — Sir Von muſt know, I-wrote 
_ © a play ſome time ago; preſented a dedication of it to 
© acertain young nobleman—He approv'd and accepted 
- © of it; but before | could taſte his bounty, my piece 
* was unfortunately damn'd. I loſt my benefit : nor 
© could I have recourſe to my patron ; for I was told that 
K r 
0 1 perſon in the whole audience. | 
1 —— 
6 2 NU 
be damn'd, Mr Aſop ü | 


EF Indeed Lam, "hong Soy ra ſuch thing 


among the Greeks. 

Poet. No, Sir !-—No wonder then that you Greeks 
© were ſuch fine writers It is impoſſible to be deſeri- 
bed; or truly felt, but by the author himſelſ If 

* you could but get a ar of abſence from this world 


* for a few hours, yo t perhaps have an opportu- 
* nity of ſeeing it Jurte —— — There is a fort of a new 


* piece comes upon our ſtage this very night, and I am 
not 


« pretty ſure it will meet with its deſerts; at leaſt it ſhalt * 


* 2 ——— 8 
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©* not want my helping hand, rather than you ſhould be 
« diſappointed of ſatisfying your curioſity. | 
E You are — 2 Sir—But to your own 
« misfortunes, if you 
Pont. Envy, malice, and party, deſtroy'd me——You 
_ © muſt know, Sir, I was a great damner myſelf before 
« I was damn'd So- the frolics of my youth were 
© return'd to me with double inves Gol may — 
authors But to ſay the truth, my performance was 
* terribly handled before it appear'd in public. 
E How ſo, pray 72 
Piet. Why, Sir, ſome ſqueamiſh friends of mine 
0 | prun'd it of all the badwy and immorality ; the actors 
did not ſpeak a line of the ſenſe or ſentiment ; and the 
© muinager (who writes himſelf) ſtruek out all the wit 
3 in order to lower my performance to a 
level with his own. 


Now, Sir were een 
«what have you to propa \ 
—_ N ag te been of my fit pla, 
| © Fam ftrong uaded, next may | 
beer of cvs, the den of with — 2 


„ authors. 

26d Af. What have you been hardy enough to attempt 
another? 

Poet. I muſt eat, 81—1 muſt ett when 5 
* fit down to write, and am glowing with the heat of 
Imp imagination, then—this damn'd whiſthng——or 
« whizzing in my head, that I told you of, ſo diſorders 
© me, that I grow iddy—In ſhort, Sir, I am haunted, 
as it were, with ghoſt of my deceas'd play; and 
* its dying groans are for ever in my ears Now, Sir, 
* if you will give me but a draught of Lethe, to forget 
«© this unfortunate performance, it will be of more real 
© -ſervice to me than all the waters of Helicon. _ 
% doubt, friend, you cannot poſſibly write bet- 
ter, by merely — that yein- hae written before : 
< beſides, if, when you drink to the forgetfulneſs of 
« your own-works, you ſhould unluckily forget thoſe of 
I your ara. gion: relll-ccrtataly kather 

TEES: 
« Poet. 


LETH E - on 
© Poet. You are certainly in the right What then 
« would you adviſe me to! | 1185 
A Suppoſe you could prevail upon the audience 
to drink the water; their forgetting your former work 
might be of no ſmall advantage to your future pro- 
© ductions. "oY * 
Poet. Ah, Sir! if I could but do that - but I am 
afraid Lethe will never go down with the audience. 
A. Well, fince you are bent upon it, I ſhall in- 
« dulge you—— If you pleaſe to walk in that grove, 
(which will afford you many ſubjects for your poeti- 
cal contemplation), till I — examined the reſt, I 
vill diſmiſs you in your turn. 7 
Poet. And I in return, Sir, will kt the world 
© know, in a preface to my next piece, that your po- 
© liteneſs is equal to your ſagacity, and that you are as 
* much the fine gentleman as the philoſopher; | 
| oy « [Exit Poet. 
E, Oh, your ſervant, Sir” In the name of mi - 
ſery and mortality, what have we here ! Wk 
Enter an Old Man, ſupported by a Servant. ; 
O. Man. Oh la! oh, bleſs me! I ſhall never recover 
the fatigue Ha! what are you, friend? are you the 
famous Aſop ? And are you ſo kind, ſo very good, to 
give people the water of forgetfulneſs for l | 
A,. I am that perſon, Sir: but you ſeem to have no 
need of my waters; for you muſt have already outliv'd 
your memory. 8 | 
0. Man. 'My memory is indeed impair'd, it is not ſo 
good as it was; but {till it is better than I wiſh it, at 
leaſt in regard to one circumſtance : there is one thing 
which fits very heavy at my heart, and which I would 
willingly forget. | 35 
AE. What is it, pray? 6 | 
O. Man. Oh la !——oh I am horribly fatigued— 
I am au old man, Sir, turn'd of ninety—— We are all 
mortal, you know ; ſo I would fain forget, if you pleaſe, 
that I am to die. * wo.” 
s. My good friend, you have miſtaken the virtue 
of the waters: they can cauſe you to forget only what 


is paſt ; but if this was in their power, you would ſurely - 


be your own enemy, in deſiring to forget what ought 
| | to 
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to be the only comfort of one ſo poor and wretched as 
Ker og ie What, I ſuppoſe now yon have left fome 


ha ? 


wife behind, ee 


0. Man. 33 N 
———hugh——tk don't know what I may have. 
= bs there” any relation. or friend, the Toſs of 


0. Man. No, no: 1 have ontlived all my relations ; 
and as for friends I have none to loſe 

E What can be the reaſon then, that, in all this 
amv mifery, you are ſo afraid of death, which would 


our only cure ? 
* Man. Oh Lord !——T have one friend, and a true 


| friend indeed, the only friend in whom a wife mar pla- 


ces any confidence 1 have get a little farther 
off, John—[ Servant retire;] —T have, to fay the truth, 
a little money It is that indeed which cauſes all my 
— 

Thou never ſpok'ſt a truer word in thy lie, old 
by. eman—{ Lide. ]J—But I can cure you of your on- 
cafineſs 1 
O0. Man. Shall . 
= my money behind me? 

o but you ſhall forget that you have it— 
0 wilt do altogether as well One draught 
of Lethe, to the forgetfulnefs'of your money, will re- 
ſtore you to perfect eafe of mind; and as for your bo- 
dily pains, no water can relieve them. 
O. Man. What does he ſay, John—ch ?-—T am 
hard of hearing. 


John. He adviſes your worſhip to drink to forget 


your money. 
0. Man. What large nw his drink get me 


money, does he fay 
Eh. No, Sir, t n nature; 

—for they'll teach you to forget your money. 

©. Man. Will IP ſa ?—— Come, come, John, we 


are 
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are got to the wrong place The poor old fool here 
toes not Enow what he faye——Let as go back -i. 
John——Pl drink none of your waters; not I—Far- 
get my money! Come along, John. [Exeunt. 

A&/. Was there ever ſuch a wretch | If thele are the 


cares of mortals, the waters of oblivion cannot cure 


them. | 
© - Re-enter Old Man and Servant. 295 419 
O. Man. Lach Je Sir, I am come a great way, and 
am loth to refuſe favours that coſt nothing—ſo I don't 
care if I drink a little of your waters Let me ſee— 
ay—P'll drink to forget how I got my money and my 
ſervant there, he ſhall drink a little, to forget that I 
have any money at all—And, d'ye hear, John, —take 
2 draught. If my money muſt be forgot, why 
Cen let him it. 6 5 
E/, Well, friend, it ſhall be as you wou'd have it— 
You'll find a ſeat in that. grove „where you may 
reſt yourſelf till the waters are Waributed. | 
O. Man. I hope it won't be long, Sir; for thieves 
are buſy now—and I have an iron cheſt in the other 
world, that I ſhou'd be ſorry any one peep'd into but 
myſelf 80 pray be quick, Sir. Excunt. 
Ef. Patience, patience, old gentleman——But here 


comes ſomething tripping this way, that ſeems to be 


neither man nor woman, and yet an odd mixture oc 


22 Harkee, old friend, do you ſtand drawer 
Al Drawer, young fop! Do you know where you 


are, and whom you talk to ? 


Enter a Fine Gentleman. * 


F. Gent. Not I, dem me! But tis a rule with me, 


wherever I am, or whoſoever I am with, to be always 
caſy and familiar. To 


Then let me adviſe you, young gentleman, -ts 


drink the waters, and forget that caſe and familiarity. 
F. Gent. Why ſo, daddy? would you not have me 

well-bred ? | | | 787 
ZE/. Yes; but you may not always meet with 

ſo IL yourſelf, or {> pale as Lam; and i _=_ 

you call breeding ſhou'd be conſtru'd impertinence, you 
Vol. I. | U : may 
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may have o return of famiharity may make you repent 

your education as long as you hve. 

F. Gent. Well ſaid, old dry beard ! egad you have a 
ſmattering of an odd kind of a fort of — but 
come; come, prithee give me a glaſs of your waters, and 
| advice to elf. 

LE}. I muſt firſt be informed, Sir, for what purpoſe | 
Fou drink em. 

P F. row qualities —ny — E want to 
orget two 7 —— os raged 

Af Your modeſty and or 

F. Gent. Yes, Sir— l have ſuch ww. WE ns 
deſty, that when a. fine woman (which is often the cafe) 
3 egad I run away from her; and 

am ſo very good -natured, that when a Wir 
me, egad I run away too. 

Z/. As for your modeſty, Sir, I am afraid you are 
come to the wron waters uod if you would take 2 
large cup to the ulneſs of your fears, your good - 
nature, I believe, trouble you no more. 

F. Gent. And this is your advice, my dear, eh? 

f. My advice, Sir, would go a great deal farther— 
I ſhould adviſe you todrink to the forgetfulnefs of every 
thing you know. 

F. Gent. The devil you would! then 1 ſhou'd have 
travelPd to a fine purpoſe, truly: You don't imagine, 
perhaps, that I have been three years abroad, and have 
made the tour of Europe ? 

Aſc Yes, Sir, I gueſs'd you had travell'd, by | 
dreſs and converſation: But pray (with rde 
what valuable improvements have you made in theſe 
travels? 

F. Gent. *. learnt drinking in Germany; muſic 
amd painting in Italy; danci and ſome other 

nr ements, at Paris ; 3 — faith nothing 
at all. I brought over with me the beſt collection of 

Venetian ballads, two eunuchs, a French dancer, anda 
monkey, with tooth-picks, pictures, and burlettas—In 
ſhort, I have ſkim'd the cream of every nation, and 
have the conſolation to declare, I never was in any 
country in my life, but I had taſte enough thoroughly 
to deſpiſe my own. by 

ya 
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Af. Your country is greatly oblig'd to you—But if 
you are ſettled in it now, how can Jour taſte and d- 
endure it ? . 
F. Gent. Faith, my exiſtence is merely ſupported by 
amuſements : I dreſs, viſit, ſtudy taſte, and write ſou- 
nets; by birth, travel, education, and natural abilities, 
I am intitled to lead the faſhion ; I am principal con- 
noiſſeur at all auctions, chief arbiter at aſſemblies, pro- 
ſeſſed critic at the theatres, 1 — 


where 
AÆſ. Critic, Sir I pray, what's that? | 
F. Gent. 'The delight of the ingenious, the terror of 
ar Pf Oe hm es 


* 


e Sir. — 

* do your 

nn. n generally be- 

hind the ſcenes of both pla not, you may ima- 
ine, to be diverted with the play, but to intrigue, and 
ow myſelf. I ſtand upon the ſtage, talk loud, and 
Rare about—which confounds the actors, and diſturbs 

the audience : upon which the galleries, who hate the 


appearance of one of us, begin to hiſs, and cry off, of ; 
while I, undaunted, ſtamp my foot ſo—loll with my 


ſcornfully perat ſavages, 
they attack us with volleys of ſuck'd n aud hal6- 
eaten ippens 

. Agd you you retike 4 | 

F. Gent. Without doubt, if I am — orange 
will ſtain filk, and an apple may 

E.. 2 Sir, I — are 
to your own imagination for more than — 
your importance. 

F. Gent. Damn g. I'll bully him. C. ©) 
Lookee, re — — find you have paſs'd your 
time ſo long in gloom and ignorance below here, that 
our notions above · ſtairs are too refined for you; ſo, as 
we are not likely to agree, I ſhall cut matters * 

U 2 with 


232 „ 


with you Bottle me off the waters I want, or you 
ſhall be convinc'd that I have courage, in the drawing 
of a cork——— Diſpatch me inſtantly, or I ſhall make 
bold to throw you into the river, and help myſelf 
What ſay you to that now, eh? 

Very eivil and conciſe! I have no great incl 
nation. to. put your manhood to the trial; ſo if you will 
be pleas'd to walk in the grove there *till T have exami- 
ned ſome I ſee coming, we we'll compromiſe the affair be- 


© Tween us. 


F. Gent. Your's, as you behave—au revoir / 
[Exit Fine Gent. 
Enter Mr Bowman (haſtily.) © 

Bev. Is your name 4Eſop ? 

E/. It is, Sir Your commands with me? 

Bau. My Lord Chalkſtone, to whom I have the ho- 
pour to be a friend and companion, has ſent me before, 
to know if you are at leiſure to receive his Lordſhip. 
| T am placed here on purpoſe to receive every 
mortal that attends our ſummons— 

Bow. My lord is not of the common. race of mortals, 
I affure you; and you muſt look upon this viſit as a 
particular honour ; for he is ſo much afflicted with the 
gout and rheumatiſm, that we had much ado to get him 
ac oſs the river. 

A. Has lordſhip has certainly ſome preſſing occaſion 
for the waters, that he endures ſuch inconveniences to 
get at them. 

Bow. No dccaſion at Annie n him 
a little, but his heart is as found as ever—Nothing can 
hurt his ſpirits ; ill or well, his lordſhip is always the 
beſt company, and the merrieſt in his family. 

: I have very little time for mirth and good com- 
pany ; but II lefſen the fatigue of his journey, and 
men him half way. - 

| Bow. His lordſhip is here already There's a ſpirit, 
Mr Zſop there's a great man !—See how ſuperior he 
is to his infirmities : ſuch a ſoul ought to have a better 


A with Lord Chalkfione. 


ercury 
L Chalk Not ſo falt, W e 


— 
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little too nimble for ne. Well, Bowman, have you 
found the philoſopher? 
Bew. This is he, my lord, and ready to receive your 


commands. | 
J. Chalk. Ha, ha, ha! There he is proſecto ! 
toujours le meme !—\ Looking at him through @ glaſi.J— 
I ſhould have known him at à mile's moit 
noble perſonage indeed !—and truly Greek from top to 
toe. Moſt venerable Zſop, I ain, in this world and 
the other, above and below, your's molt ſineerely. 

E, I am:your's, 1 
it was in my to relieve your 5 


neither a porter nor a chairman, Mr Eſop My lege 
can bear my body to my friends and my bottle : I want. 
no more with them ; the. gout is welcome to the reſt—- 
eh, Bowman ? 
Bow. Your lordſhip is in fine ſpirits. | 
© Does not your Lordſhip go ern 
L 4 Pain? Ay, and pleaſure too— eh, Bow- 


wan :— When I'm in pain, I curſe and ſwear it away” 


z and the moment it is gone, I loſe no time; 1 

drink the ſame wines, eat the ſame diſfies, keep the ſame 

hours, the ſame company; and notwithſtanding the gra - 

We = 7 en pea + I would not abſtain from French: 

wy ro lg op 22 nen 
27 177 


le E e 
10 

Bow. . Bravo, my lord, bend £ 

E, My imperfeRtions are from head to foot, as well 
as your lordſhip's. 

Z. Chalk. I beg your pardon there, Sir : though my 
e head is as good as ever it was z; 
end 20's proaf of the, e 

3 


„ 
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2 Does your lordſhip propoſe a wager as a f 
podncl of your head ? ar 
And dy not? Wagers are now-a-days 
. noe proofs and ents that are made — 
of faſhion. All diſputes about politics, operas, 
„gaming, horſe-racing, or religion, are determi- 
5 « to four, and to to one 5 and perſons of 
— . y this method moſt y releas d from 
hardſhip of thinking or reaſoning upon any ſubject. 

Eſ. Very convenient truly! 

Z. Chalk. Convenient! aye, and moral too This 
invention of betting, unknown to you Greeks, among 
ww; oem other virtues, 1 and preſerves 

affections —— | 

25 Prevents bloodſhed ! 

Z. Chalk. I'll tell ye how—When gentlemen quar- 
relled heretofore, what did they do they drew their 
fwords-——E have been run through the body myſelf; 

but no matter for that What do they do now ?—they 
draw their purſes—before the lie can be given, a wager 
is laid; and fo, 2 we pocket our af - 


fronts. 
Moſt caſuiſtically argued indeed, Eord but 
how can it preſerve family-affeCtions ? 1 


you, 

Bow. A very bad thing indeed, my lord: | 
T. Chalk. Ergo, an old woman, with a good conſti- 
tution, and a damn'd large jointure upon your eſtate, is 
the devi My mother was the very thing—and yet 
from the moment I pitted her, I-never once wifh'd her 
dead, but was really uneaſy when ſhe tumbled down 


nig 

2 ' Aﬀe&tionate indeed But what does your lord 

mean. by pitted her?: 6 "th 
I. Call. Tie a term of ours. upon theſe occaſions— 
I back' d her life againſt two old counteſſes, an aunt of 
Sir Harry Rattle's that was troubled with an aſthma, 
my fat landlady at Salt-hill, and the mad woman at 
3 at — _— 
* 


> 


ors. 


= 7% <& + 235 


liv'd 'em all but the laſt ; by which means I hedg'd off 
a damn'd jointure, made her life an advantage to me, 
and ſo continued my filial affections to her laſt moments. 


A. am fully fatisfied—and in return, your Lord- 


ſhip may command me. | 

L. Chalk. None of your waters for me; damn em 
all; I never drink any but at Bath I came merely 
for a little converſation with you, and to ſee your Ely- 
fan fields here—[ Looking about through bis glaſs] which 
by the bye, Mr ZEſop, are laid out moſt deteſtably— 
No taſte, no fancy in the whole world. Lour xiver 
there—what d'ye call | | 

E, Styx | 

L. Chalk. Ay, Styx Why, tis as ſtrait as Fleet · 
ditch——You ſhould have given it a ſerpentine ſweep, 
and ſloped the banks of it Ihe place, indeed, has very 
fine capabilities; but you ſhould clear the wood to the 
left, and clump the trees upon the right. In ſhort, the 
whole wants variety, extent, contraſt, and inequality 
[Going towards the Orcheſtra, flops ſuddenly, and looks 


into the Pit.) Upon my word, here's a very fine. a- 


hah and a moſt curious collection of ever-greens and 
flow'ring ſhrubs ——- 4 


Af. We let nature take her courſe ; our chief enter-. 


tainment is contemplation, which I ſuppoſe is not al- 
lowed to interrupt your lordſhip's pleaſures. -— | 

L. Chalk. I beg your pardon there——No man has 
ever ſtudied or an 1 harder than I have except m 
chaplain ; and I'll match my library and cellar agai 
— nobleman's in Chr IJ, Bowman, 
Bow. That you may indeed, my lord; and I'll go 
your lordſhip's halves, ha, ha, ha! 

A If your lordſhip would apply more to the fiyſt, 
and drink our waters to forget the laſt —— 

L. Chalk.. What, relinquiſſi my bottle! What the 
devil ſhall I do to kill time then? 7 

/. Has your lordſhip no wife or children to enter- 
tain you ? 


. Chalk: Children 1 not I, faith—My wife has, for 


ought I know] have not ſeen her theſe ſeven years 


0 } 


L. 


t 
0 
i 
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L. Chalk. Tis the way of the world, for all that 
I married for a fortune ; ſhe for a title, When we both. 
had got what we wanted, the ſooner we parted the bet- 
ter We did ſo; and are now waiting for the happy 
moment, that will give to one of us the y of play- 
ing the ſame farce over again—Eh, Bowman |! | 

Bow. Good, good! you have puzzled the philoſo- 


pher. ol 


ſummusm bouumn. | 
L. Chalk. More fools they! tis not the only thi 


they were miſtaken in My brother Dick, i 
married for love; and he and his wife have been fatten- 
ing theſe five and twenty years upon their Mm bo- 
num, as you call it——'1 hey have had a dozen and 
half of children, and may have half-a-dozen more, if an 
apoplexy don't ſtep in and interrupt their ſummum bo- 
num —— Eh, Bowman? ha, ha, ha! | 

. Your lordſhip never ſaid a better thing in your 


IL. Chalk. Tis lucky for the nation, to be fure, that 
there are people who breed, and are fond of one ano- 
ther One man of elegant notions is ſufficient in a fa- 
mily ; for which reaſon I have bred up Dick's eldeſt 
fon 175 and a fine gentleman he isis not he, Bow+ 
man: : 1 | 

Bew. A very fine n indeed, my lord. | 

L. Chalk. And as tor the reſt of the litter, they may 
fondle and fatten upon ſummum bonum, as their loving 
parents have done before em. 
Bow Look there, my lord— I'll be hang'd if that is 

not your lord{hip's nephew in the grove. 

E/. 1 dare ſwear it is. He has been here juſt now, 
and has entertained me with his elegant notions. 

L. Chalk, Let us go to him: I'll lay fix to four that 
he has been gallanting with ſome of the beauties of anti- 

uity— Helen or Cleopatra, I warrant you —Egad, let 

— take care of herſelf; ſhe'll catch a Tarquin, I 
can tell her that He is his uncle's own nephew, ha, 
ha, ha !-——Egad, I find myſelf in ſpirits; I'll go and 
coquet a little myſelf with them — Bowman, lend me 
your arm; aud you, William, bold me * 
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[William treads. upon his toes. ]—Ho—damrn the fellow, 
he always treads upon my toes—Eugh—T ſhan't be able 
to gallant it this half hour——Well, dear philoſopher, 
e of your water to thoſe that want it—There 
is no one action of my life, or qualification of my mind 
and body, that is a burden to me: and there is boning 
in your world, or in ours, I have to wiſh for, unle 
that you could rid me of my wife, and furniſh me with 
a better pair of legs—Eh, Bowman?—Come along, come 
along. 
Bow. Game to the laſt, my lord. 
[Exeunt Lord Chalk. * Downth- 
E.. How flattering is folly ! His lordſhip here, ſup- 
ported only by vanity, vivacity, and his friend Mr Bow- 
man, can — bi elf the wiſeſt, and is the happieſt of 


mo 


* « Enter Mr and Mr: Tatoo. * ; 
Mr. Tat. Why don't come atoo 
© what the TN you afraid of as 

Don't be 152. Young lady ; the gentleman 
* 18 your huſband, I 

Me Tat. How 2 — know that, eh? What, 
* you an't all conjurers in this world, are you ? 

* A}. Your behaviour to him is a ſufficient proof of 
© his ä without the gift of conjuration. 


An, Tat. Why, I was as free with him before 


, _— as I am now; I never was coy or prudiſb- in 
my lite. 
© #/. believe you, Madam; pray, how long have 
Mak wat ge ea You ſeem to be very young, 
J. 
* Mrs Tat. I am old enough for a huſband, and have 
© been married long enough to be tired * one. 


Ho long, pray? 


Mr. Tat. Why, above three months: I 1 0 Mr 


6 20 without my guardian's conſent. 

| If you marned him with own conſent, I 

0 chil you might continue your affeRtion a little longer. 
Mira Tat. What ſignifies what you think, if I don't 

think ſo ?——We are quite tired of one another, and 
are come to drink ſome of your Le— L 


—_—_— — 
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© Lethily, I chink they call it, to forget one another, 
* and. be ypmarrics again, 
© Af. The waters can't divorce you, Madam; aud 
c you may au forget him without the aſſiſtance of 
6 
« Mrs Tat. Ay! how ſo? | 
. By n continually he is your huſ- 
© band: there are ſeveral ladies have no other receipt— 
© But what does the gentleman ſay to this ? 
Mr. Tat. What ſignifies what he ſays? I an't fo 
young and ſo fooliſh as that comes to, to be directed 
0 2 my huſband, or to care what either he ſays or you 


lay. 

* Mr Tat. Sir, I was « drummer in « marching regi- 
men t r 
mediately bought out of the corps, and thought my- 
© ſelf made for ever; little imagining that a poor — 
g was purchaling fortune . the expence of his 
happiness. 

'Tis even ſo, friend ; fortune and felieity are 
2 at variance as man and 

Mr "Ta. I found it ſo, Sir——This, N life (as 
© I thought it) did not agree have not 

* laugh'd, and ſcarcely lept, fine ſince my — and 
r 22 I muſt een 
1 a fine lady and her portion, and, 

2 have recourſe to eightpence a-day and 

my 

a 42 re who has des d you to a ſeparation ? . 

Tat. Several young ladies of my acquaintance ; 

c _ tell me, they are not angry at me for marrying 

22 enn 3 have married bent and 

they ſay I ſhould be as complete a fine lady as any of 
© *em, if I would but precure a divorcement. 

E Pray, Madam, will you let me know what you 
© call a fine lady? 

Mr. Tat. Why, a fine lady, and a five gentleman, 
are two of the fineſt things upon earth. 

A, I have juſt now had the honour of knowing 
. is; ſo, Pray, confine yourſelf to 
© the lady. 

2 "Mrs "Tat. A fine lady, before marriage, lives with 


her 


* — 
1 * 2 — 
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« her papa and mamma, who breed-her up till ſhe learns 
to deſpiſe em, and reſolves to do nothing they bid 
« her this makes her ſuch a prodigious favourite, that 
« ſhe wants for nothing. U 

Es So, lady. © 

« Mrs Tat. When once the is her own miles then 
comes the pleaſure? 

EA Pray let us hear, 
s Tat. She Ver in bed all motaing; aids Whine 
„and fits up all night; ſhe goes every where, 
y every thing; knows every body, and loves 
6 2 ridicules her friends, coquets with her lo- 
© yers, ſets d I WES tells fibs, makes 
© miſchief, buys china, cheats at cards, keeps a pug 
dog, and hates the n; ſhe laughs much, 
© loud, never bluſhes, what ſhe will, does what the 
* will, goes where the will, marries whom the pleaſes, 
© hates » ber huſband in a month; breaks his heart in four, 
* becomes # widow, flips from her gallants, and begins 
x the world a n There s a life for you; what do 
you think & « fine lady now? . 

0 © Ef. As I expected. Vou are very young, lady ; 
© and, if you are not very careful, your natural propen- 
* ſity to noiſe and affeQation will run you headlong in- 
© to folly, extravagance, and repentance. 

* Mrs Tat. What would you have me do! 3 

E Drink a large quantity of Lethe to the loſs of 

« your acquaintance; and do you, Sir, drink another 
to forget this falſe ſep of your wife; for whilſt you 
remember her folly, can never thoroughly regard 
© her: and whilſt you — good company, lady, as you 
© call it, and follow their example, you can never have 
Tr ſo both drink and be 
« appy 

« Mrr Tat. Well, give it me whilſt T am in humour, 
* or 1 ſhall certainly change my mind again. 


Af Be patient till the reſt of the company drink, 


* and divert yourſelf in the mean time with walking 


in the grove. | 
Mer Tat. Well, come along, huſband, and keep 
me in humour, or I ſhall beat you ſuch an alarum as 
vou never beat in all your life. ¶ Ex. Mr and Hrs Tatoo.“ 


Enter 
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1 Enter Frenchman, ( finging.) r 
French. Monſieur, votre ſerviteur pourquoi ne re- 
- pondez vous pas ?—Je dis que je ſuis votre ſerviteur 
. I don't underſtand you, Sir 

French. Ah le barbare ! il ne pas Francoĩs 
Yu Sir, you no ſpeak de French tongue? | 
No really, Sir, I am not ſo polite. 

French. En verite, Monſieur you have not 
much politeſſe, if one may judge by your figure and ap. 
Pearance. ; $5244 
Nor much wiſdom, if one j of 
> head by the ornaments about it. ho hp 

French. Queſt cela donc? Vat you mean to front a 
renn ſpeaking 

| No, our, tis to am . 

Fasz. Vel, r vat is you take me 
for ? vat I beaſt? vat I horſe? parbleu . 
f you inſiſt upon it, Sir, I would adviſe you to 
lay aſide your wings and tail, for they undoubtedly 
ecli 8 * 1 
rench Upon my ir, if you treat a 
homme of my rank and qualité comme ga, — SHE 
it I ſhall be a litel en cavalier vit you. 

E, Pray, Sir, of what rank and quality are you? 

French. Sir, T am a marquis Francois; j*entends les 
beaux arts, Sir; I have been an avanturier all over the 
varld, and am a preſent en Angleterre, in England, vere 
I am more honore and'careſs ever I vas 10 my own 
countrie, or inteed any vere elſe— . I 
0 And pray, Sir, what is your buſineſs in Eng- 


French, I am arrive dere, Sir, pour polir la nation— 
de Inglis, Sir, have too much-a lead in deir heels, and 
too much-a tought in deir head; fo, Sir, if I can lighten 
bote, I ſhall make dem tout-a-fait Francois, and quite 
anoder ting. / 
As. And pray, Sir, in what particular accompliſh- 
ments does your merit conſiſt ? 
. » French. Sir, I ſpeak de French, j'ai bonne addreſſe, 
I dance un minuet, I ſing des litel chanſons, and I have 
— une-tolerable aſſurance : En fin, Sir, my merit con- 
ſiſt in one vard—I am foreignere—and ene . 
| c 


quartiert de la ville, in all parts 
Wonderful and ſurprifing ! 
French, Vonderful ! vat is vonderful dat I mould 
borrow moneß ? 
E No, Sir, that any body ſhould lend it ou 
French. En verite vous vous tronipen ; you do miſ- 
take it, mon ami : If fortune give me no money, na- 
ture gives me des talens ; j'ai des talens, Monſi eur. Aſop,. 
vech are de ſame ting Par example : de Iugliſman 
have de money, I have de flatterie and bonne adudreſſe ; 
and a little of dat from a French tongue is very 
credit and ſecuritè for touſand pound Eh bien ! 
{al I have dis twenty or tirty douzaines of your vater? 
Ouy, ou non? | | . 
Af. Tis impoſſible, Sir. 8 K 
French. hv xp pourquoi done 2 vy act? . 
Ef. Becaule, if every fine gentleman, who owes mo- 
ney, ſhould make the ſame demand, we ſhould have no 
* other cuſtomers. 3 * 
rench. Que voulez vou je faſſe donc? Vat 
97 8 N : . r 
Marry the lady as ſoon as you can, pay your debts 
with part of her portion, drink the water to forget your 
Vol. I. 4 5 extra- 
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extravagance, retire with her to country an] 
8 3 

French. Go to my own "tay er: ods Gimande 
pardon, I had much tate Boy vero Een 
ur upon my vard— 

ZE. Why not, my friend! 

French. Entre nous, I had much rates pals for ove 


French uis in Ingland keep bonne ie 
| — on warped" fb at al, Gn — 
couper "and fig les ewe, ant 


live upon ſoupe and ſallade de reſt of my life— | - 

L cannot blame you for your choice ; and if other 
people are ſo blind not to diſtin the barber from 
the fine gentleman, their folly muſt be their puniſhment 
"_— you Tl tne! this 'bunelit--of the Tater with 


French. Monſieur Zſop, ſans flatterie ou compli- 
ments, I am Toes very RY er Friſſeron 
en Provence, ou eee ouville en Angleterre. 

1 — 
E Shield me and defend me! a fine lady! - - 
Enter Mrs Riot. ; 
Mrs Riot. A monſter! a filthy brute ! Vodr diter- 
men are as unpolite upon the Styx, as upon the Thames 
—Stow a of faſhion with tradeſmens wives and 
mechanics—Ah ! what's this? Serbeerus, or Plutus ! 
(ſeeing Mfop.) Am I to be pt paper} nest 
of this internal world! * *F 

_ What is the matter, lady ? 

Riot. Every thing is the matter; ai ſplits re 
uncompos'd, and every circumſtance about me in a per- 
fect dilemma. 

2 What has diſorder'd you thus ? e 
rs Riot. Your filthy boatman, REES * 
Charon, lady, you mean. 
rs Riot. And who are you, you ugly ereature you? 
if I ſee any more of you, I ſhall de with temerity. 

re r TE yes" Log | 
Mr. Riot. I hate the wiſe : But, who are you? 

A I am EÆſop, Madam, honour'd this day by Pro- 
. with the 5 of the waters * n 
command me. * 

rs 
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Mr; Riot. Show me to the pump- room, then, fel- 
low——Where's the company en die in ſolitude. | 
7 What company? 
rs Riot. The beſt company; of faſhion ! the 
beau monde! Show me to none of your [gloomy fouls, 
who wander about in your groves and it ow me 
to glittering balls, enchanting maſquerades, raviſhing: 
operas, and all the polite enjoyments of Elyſian. ' 
ß This is a language unknown to me, lady——No: 
ſuch fine doings here, and r nale good: company {ow 
you call it) in El 
- Mrs Riot. What! no operas? eh! no Elyfian then + 
[Sings fantaſtically in Italian. ] . Sfortunato Monticelli! 
« baniſh'd Elyſian, as well as the Hay-Market !' Your 
taſte here, I ſuppoſe, riſes no higher than your Shake- 
ſpears and your Johnſons ; oh you Goats and Vandils ! 
In the name of barbarity, take em to yourſelves ; we are. 
tir'd of em upon earth One goes indeed to a playhouſe 
re one can 


kill one's time Every bod — becauſe - becauſe— 


all the world's there - but part Call Scarroon, 
and let him take me back again, I'll ſtay no er 
here — Stupid immortals} . 

Af. You are a happy woman, that have neither cares 
nor follies to diſturb you. 


laugh in your ugly face, my dear: What cares, does; 
your wiſdom think, can enter into the cirele of a fine 
lady's enjoyments:? 

A&/. By the account I have juſt heard of a fine lady's. 
life, her very pleaſures are both follies and cares; ſo- 
drink the water, and forget them, Madam. 

Mr: Riot. Oh | that was ſo like my huſband. 
now Forget my tollies! forget the faſhion! forget wy. 
— the very quincetence and emptity of a fine lady ! 
rennen a brute as my huſ· 

n 

a You have a huſband then, Madam ? 

rs Riot. Yes—T think ſo—a huſband and no huſ- 
2 ome, fetch me ſome of your water; if I muſt- 


ſomething, I had as forget for he's. 
— — ufferable o late _ 555 
—— 2 2 


Wu. 


Mrs Riot, Cares! ha, ba, ba! Nay; ao E mute 


2 on 


F 
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Mr: Riot. One's huſband, you know, e next 


2 F 
Riot. The man talks of nothing but his money, 
and my extravagance—won't remove. out of: the filthy 
tity, tho? he knows. I die for the other end of the town; 
nor leave off his naſty merchandizing, tho? I've Iabour'd 
to convince him he loſes money by it. The man was 
once tolerable enough, and let me have money when 1 
wanted it: but now, he's never out of a tavern; and is 
— fo valiant, that, do you know—he has pre- 
fun'd to comradit me, and refuſe me momey upon every 


. — wis without any provocation on your 
Mr: Riot. e e ee Bene e I fel. 
25. very ſeldom ſpeak to the creature, unleſs. 
1 beſides, he's. out all day 
5 And you alk ni 1 * Is it not fo > 

Ars Riot, 1 keep. beſt company, Sir, and day - 
light is no — urn ſight to a polite affembly : the ſun 
is very well and comfortable, to be fure, for the Tower - 
part of the creation; but to ladies who. have a true taſte 
of pleaſure, 1 or no candles, are preferable 
to all the ſun- beams in the univerſe —— 

I Prepoſtarous faney! 

rs Riot. And ſo, moſt delicate ſweet Sir, you don't 
97 —— ha, ha, ha! —Oh you . ION devil 
you ! have you the vanity to imagine peop 
will mind what you ſay? Or that to — 
breeding, it is neceffary to take a leſſon of morality out 
of Eſap's Fables—Ha ! ha! ha! | 

Ee It is neceflary to get a little reflection ſome- 
where ; — — your fonlwers 
ſurfeited, what muſt be the conſequence ?— 

Mrs Riot. Oh, 1 have the belt eee, world 
for the vapours ; and leſt the poiſon of your precepts 
ſhould taint my vivacity, 1 — beg 2 
now by way of anecdote. 


E, Oh, by all means—Ignorance and vanity ! 


Mrs 


„ ara. A a. 


Ot. 4 3 Lu 
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The card ene ay we fly, 

To join the jovial rout, Z a 
What joy, from cares — ans all day, 
To hie to the midnight hark-away !- 

PP II. 

Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 

Nor droniſh huſbands, enter there; 

The briſk, the bold, the young, and gay, 
All hie to the ir hark-away. 
III. 

Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 

And drowſy watchmen idly knock; 

Till day-light peeps, we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly hark-away. BYE. 


When tir'd with ſport, to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep; ' 

To-morrow's welcome. call obey, 

And again to the midnight hark-away. | 
There's a life for you, you old fright ! ſo trouble your 
head no more about your — 6. ſo perfectly ſa- 
tisfied with myſelf, that I will not alter an atom of me, 
for all you can ſay; ſo you may bottle up your philo- 
ſophical waters for your on uſe, or for the fools that 
want em —Gad's my life there's Billy Butterfly in the 
grove— IL muſt go to him—e ſhall fo rally your wiſ- 
dom between us— ha, ha, ha, ha. | 

The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 

All hie to the midnight hark-away.. . 

: " +, [Exit fonging.. 
E, Unhappy woman! nothing can . retrieve her z. 
when the head has once a wrong bias, tis ever obſtinate 
in proportion to its weakneſs : But here comes one who 
has no occafion for Lethe to make him more happy than« 


he is. | | 

Enter Drunken Man and Taylor. 
D. Man. Come along, , neighbour Snip, come along,, 
taylor; don't be afraid of hell before. you die, you! 


o 
. 


ſniy ling dog you. 2 


X 3 Toy. 
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© Tay. For heaven's fake, Mr Riot, don't be fo 
© boiſterous with me, leſt we ſhould offend the powers 
© below.” 

E. What in the name of Adele hate us here K 
So, Sir, what are you? | 

D. Man. Drech—very Auab, at your ſervice. 

E, That's a piece of information I did not want. 

D. Man. And yet it's all the information I can give 
ou. 
l E, Pray, Sir, what t you hither ? 

D. Man. Curioſity, and a y-conch. 

Eſ. I mean, Siry have you ary occaſion for my wa- 
ters 

D. Man. Yes, great oecaſion 5 if you'lt de me the 
vr Ae rn benen e er ant des 


—_ E/. Sir ! « 

D. Man. Sir — Don't flare fo, old gentleman—let 
us have a little converſation with you. 

Af. 1 would know i= you Reve my hg opyreiſce 
your mind and makes you unhappy. 

D. Man. You ue certainly d very great fool, old 
gentleman; did you ever know a man drunk and unhap- 
3 — vg 

M/. Never otherwiſe ; for = man who has loſt his 
"Aa 


D. Man. Hus loft the moft treudleſoene companions 
3n the worls, next to wires and bum · bailiffe. 

E But, pray, what is your buſineſ with me? 

D. Man. Only to demonſtrate to you that you are an 


5 Your humble — 


— 


—— Send 


— for me, I ſhan't 
thrown away upon you. 


Any thing in my power. 
DY Wan? Why, then, here's a ſmall matter for you; 
and, do you bear me, get me one of E r 


ur territories. 
* 5 


1 — 
— 22 — 
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A What do you mean? | 
D. Man. To refreſh myſelf in the ſhades here after 
my journey——Suppole now you introduce me to Pro- 
ſerpine 3 who. knows how far my figure and addreſs may 
tempt her ? Or if her majeſty is over nice, ſhow me but 
her maids of honour, and I'll warrant you they'll faap 
at a bit of freſh mortality. 

/. Monſtrous ! 

D. Man. Well, well, if it is menſtrous, I fay no 


oy 


more—* if her majeſty and retinue are ſo very virtuous 


I fay no more: — but Ell tell you hat, old friend, if 
you'lt lend me your wife for half an hour, when you 
-make a viſit above, you ſhall have mine as long as you 
pleaſe ; and if upon trial you ſhould like mine better 
than your own, you ſhall carry her away to the devil 
with you, and ten thouſand thanks into the bargain. - 

E. This is not to be borne ; either be ſilent, or you'll 
repent this drunken inſolence. 

D. Man. What a croſs old fool it is I preſume, Sir, 
from the information of your hamp and your wifdom, 
that your name is—is—what the devil is it? 

D. Man. The fame, the fame——T knew you well 
eno you old ſenſible pimp you ——many a time has 
my fleſh felt birch upon your account? Prithee what 
poſſeſs'd thee to write ſuch fooliſh old ſtories of a cock 
and a bull, and I don't know what, to plague poor in- 
nocent lads with? It was damn'd cruel in you, let me 

E, I am now convinc'd, Sir, I have written em ta 

D. Man. To very little, I affure you——But never 
mind it Damn it, you are a fine old Grecian for all 
that ¶ Clap him on the back.) Come here, Snip—is 
not he a fine old Grecian ?——* And though he is not 
© the handſomeſt or beſt dreſs'd man in the world, he 
© has ten times more ſenſe than either you or I ha 
. Tayl. Pray, neighbour, introduce me. . 

D. Man. I'll do it 
fleman is my taylor, and an honeſt man he was 


lov'd his bottle; but fince he turn'd Methodiſt, and 


took to preaching, he has cabbag'd one yard 


in fs 
from 


2 
e he 


r and 
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from all his cuſtomers. Now you know him, hear what 
he has to ſay, while I go and pick up in the wood here. 
— Upon my foul, you are a fine old Grecian! - 
Taylor] Co fiewd, dans be ddl: — 
E, Cite Taylor me, t 
Wien e buſineſs ? 
Tayl. I am troubled in mind. 
/. _ caſe particular, friend? 


_ o indeed, | believe it is pretty general inour 


5 What is it? ſpeak out, end- rt 
Tayl. It runs continually in * — that Lam— 
_ What ? 

ayl. A cuckold —— 

E/. Have a care, friend; jealouſy is 1 a rank weed, 
and chiefly takes root in a barren ſoil. - . 

T ayt. 7 am ſure my bead is full of nothing e. 

X/. But how came you to a knowledge of your miſ- 
fortune? Has not your wife as much wit as you? 

Tayl. A great deal more, Sir; and that is one rea- 
ſon for my debiering myſelf diſhonour d | 

As Though your reaſon has ſome weight in it, yet it 

not amount to a conviction. . 

Tay! | have more to fay for myſelf, if your warſhip 
will but hear Me. ' 
_ I ſhall attend to you. 

h My wife has ſuch very high blood. in her, that 
the is lately turn'd Papiſt, and is always railing at me 
and the government———The prieſt and ſhe are conti- 
nually laying their heads together; and 1 am afraid he 
has perſuaded her, that it will ſave her precious ſoul if 
ſhe cuckolds a heretic taylor. — | . 
. Oh, don't think ſo.hardly of em. 

* Lord, Sir, you don't know. what tricks are 
forward above ! Religion indeed is the outſide 

— but wickedneſs is the lining. 
se Why, you are in a paſſion, friend: if yon would 


but exert yourſelf thus at a proper time, you might keep 
the fox from your. poultry. 

Tayl. Lord, Sir, my wife has as much paſſion again 
as I have; and whenever, ſhe's. up, * curb my temper, 
bt. dewn, aud fay nothing. 


Af. 
—. —- > 
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Af. _ remedy have you to propaſe for this miſ- 


fortune ? {4 TEE, e 54 

Tayl. I would propoſe to dip my head in the river, 
to waſh away my fanciew—and if you'll tet me take a 
few bottles to my wife, if the water is of a cooling na- 
ture, I may perhaps be eaſy that way : but I ſhall do as 
your worſhip pleaſes. | 

Ef, 1 am afraid this method won't anfwer, friend. 
Suppoſe, therefore, you drink to forget your ſuſpicions, 
for they are nothing more, and let wife drink to 
forget your uncafineſs—a — — ſucceed, 
=—_ mutual happineſs. | | 

Tayl. I have ſuch a ſpirit, I can never bear to be dii- 
honour'd in my bed. Ae oth 

E. The water will cool your fpiritz and if it can 
but lower your wife's,, the buſineſs is done Go for 
a moment to companion, and you ſhall drink pre- 
ſently 3 but do nothing 

Tayl. I can't help it; rafhneſs is my: fault, Sir; but 
age and more expericnce, E hope, will cure me— Your | 
ſervant, &i Indeed he is a fine old. Grecian ! [ Ex. Txyl. 

Enter Mercury. - 2 

Mer. What can be the meaning, Eſop, that there 
are no more mortals coming over? I perceive there is 
a great buſtle on the other ſide the Styx, and Charon 
has brought his boat over without paſſengers, 

A. Here he is to anſwer for himſelf. 

Euter Charon laughing. 

Cham On, ob, t 

Mer. What diverts you ſo, Charon? 

Char. Why, there's the devil to do among the mor- 
tals yonder ; they are all together by the ears. 

A. What's the matter; | 

Char. There are ſome ladies, who have been diſputing 
ſo long, and fo loud, about taking place and preceden- 
cy, that they have ſet their relations a-tiltivg at one 
another, to ſupport their vanity. The ſtanders-bye are 
ſome of them ſo frighted, and ſome of them ſo diverted, 
at the quarrel, that they have not time to think of their 
misfortunes ; ſo I e' en left them to ſettle their preroga- 
tives by themſelves, and be friends at their leiſure. 


Mer. 
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Mer. What's to be done, ZEſop? 

E Diſcharge theſe we have, and finiſh the buſi- 
© neſs of the day. 
N 3 Man-and Mey Ripe. 
D. Man. I never went to pick up a whore in my 
* life, but the firſt woman I laid hold of was my dear 
« virtuous wife; and here ſhe i ! 

2 Is that lady your wife ? 

« D. Man. Yes, Sirz and your's, if you pleaſe to 

© accept of her 

E, Though ſhe has formerly given too much into 
« faſhionable follies, ſhe now repents, "and oy be more 

« prudent for the future. 

D. Man. Lookee, Mr Eſop, all your preaehi 

and morality fignifies nothing at all—but 

© wiſdom ſeems bent upon our reformation, Pull ll — 
© the only way, old boy, to bring it about. Let me 
CT yo en ee nr 
throw madam into the river.” 


A *Tis in vain to reaſon with ſuch 
fore, Mercury ſummon the mortals from 1 
and we'll e 
can make em 


$ ON G by Mercury. 


Come mortals, come, come follow me, 

Come follow, follow, follow me, 

To mirth, and joy, and jollity ; 
Hark, hark the call! Come, come and wink, 
And leave your cares by Lethe's brink. 

CrorvLs. 

Away then, come, come, come aways 

And life ſhall hence be holiday ; 

Nor jealous fears, nor ſtrife, nor pain, 

Shall vex the jovial . again. 

I. 


To Lethe's brink then follow all, 

Then follow, follow, follow all; 

"Tis pleaſure courts, obey the call; 
And mirth, and jollity, and; Joys 
Shall every future hour cop oy. 


C no- 
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Away then, come, come, come away, 
And life ſhall hence be holiday; 


k — fears, nor ſtrife, r - > 
vex the jovial heart again. Fs | 


[During the Songs the Characters enter from the Grove. 


25 Now, mortals, attend: I have perceived from 

your examinations, that you have miſtaken the effects 
of your diſtempers for the cauſe—you would willing 
be relieved from many things which interfere <1 

your paſſions and affections ; while your vices, from 
« which all your cares and misfortunes ariſe, are Nr 
forgotten and neglected . Then follow me, 


drink to the forgetfulneſs of vice. 


Tis Vice alone diſturbs the human breaſt ; _ 
Care dies with guilt ; be virtuous, and bo bleſt. 
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000 r VU YK. 
Written and ſpoken by Mr Foorx. 


APPY my muſe, had ſhe firſt turn'd her art, 
From humour's dangerous path, to touch the heart. 

They, who in all the bluſter of blank verſe 
The mournful tales of love and war rehearſe, | 
Are _ the critic's cenſure to Ps 
You hiſs not heroes now, you on gape: 
Nor (ſtrangers quite to heroes, x 40 and queens) 
Dare you intrude your judgment on their ſcenes. 
A different lot the comic muſe attends, 
She is oblig'd to treat you with your friends; 
Mult ſearch the court, the forum, and the city; 


Mark out the dull, the gallant, and the witty, 


Youth's 
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Youth's wild profuſion, th' avarice of age; 
Nay, bring the Pit itſelf, upon the ſta 
Firſt to the bar, Ihe turns her yprious face: | 
Hem, hem! My lord, I'm counſel in this caſe; 
And if ſo be your lordſhip ſhould think fit, 
Why to be ſure, my client muſt ſubmit z 
For why, becauſt—Then off ſhe trips again, 
And to the ſons of commerce ſhifts : 
There, whilſt the griping ſire, with moping care, 
Defrauds the world himſelf, & enrich bis heir, 
The pious boy, his father's toil rewarding, 
For thouſand throws a main at Covent-Garden. 
Theſe are the portraits we're oblig'd to ſhow ; 
You are all judges if they're like or no: 
Here ſhould we fail, ſome other ſhape we'll try, 
And grace our future ſcenes with novelty. 
I have a plan to treat you with Burletta, 
That cannot miſs your taſte, Mia Spiletta. . 
But ſhould the following piece your mirth excite, 
From Nature's volume we'lbperſiſt to write. 
Your partial fayour bade us proceed ; 
Then ſpare th' offender, ſince you urg'sd the deed. 


AC., Tri 
Scene, A Room. 
Haxror and Jenxins diſcovered. 
| Jexnxins, 7 | 


I $n0uLD not chooſe to marry into ſuch a fa- 
mily. . | | 


Har. Choice, dear Dick, 1s very little concern'd in 
the matter: and to convince you that love is not the 


miniſter of, my counſels, know, that I never ſaw but 
once the object of my preſent purpoſe z and that too at 
a time, and in a circumſtance, not very likely to ſtamp 
a favourable impreſſion. What think you of à raw 
boarding-ſchool girl at Lincoln minſter, with a mind 
unpoliſh'd, a_ figure uninform'd, and a ſet of features 
tainted with the colours of her unwholeſome food? 
_ No very engaging obje& indeed, Hartop. 
Har. Your thoughts now were mine then; but ſome 
connections I have fince had with her father, have given 
* to 1. preſent deſign upon her. You are no firan- 
VOI. 1. 3 


ger 


| rs to the ſituation of my circumſtances; my neighbour. 
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ood to Sir Penurious Trifle, was a ſufficient motive for 
his advancing what money 1 wanted.by way of mort- 
the hard terms he impoſed upon me, and the 


1 rogues 1.have paid to economy, has made it ne- 


ceſſary for me to attempt, by ſome ſcheme, the re- 


eſtabliſhment of my fortune. I his young lady's ſimpli- 
City, not to call it ignorance, ; 


her at onde as a 


ſubjeR far avy purpoſe. 
ent. Succeſs to you, Jack, with all my ſoul! a fel. 


low of your ſpirit and vivacity, mankind: ought to ſup- 
port for the ſake of themſelves. < For whatever Seneca 
© and the other moral writers may have ſuggeſted in 
* contempt of riches, it is plain their maxims were not 
calculated for the world as it now ſtands. In days of 
yore, indeed, when virtue was: call'd <vi/dow, and vice 
« folly, ſuch principles might have been encourag'd : but 
as the prefent fubjects of dur inquiry are, not what a 
© man is, but what he has; as to be rich, is to be wiſe 
and virtuous, and to be ignorant and vicious; 
I éheartily applaud your p — 
Har. Your obſervation 3 is but too juſt. And is it 
not, Dick, a little unaccountable, that we, who con- 
© deſcend ſo ſerrilely to copy the follies and fopperies of 
-* our polite neighbours, ſhould be ſo totally averſe to 
© an imitation of their vütues? In France, Has he 
wealth? is an mterrogation'gevcr put, till they are 
Aiſappointed in their inquiries after the birth and wiſ- 
dom of a faſhionable fellow: but here, How much 
a- year !—two thouſand—The devil! In what coun- 
+ ty? Berkſhire. Indeed! God bleſs us! a happy 
-* dog — How the deuce come I to be: intereſted in 
* a man's fortune, unleſs I am his ſte ward or his taylor? 
Indced, knowledge and genius areworth examining in- 
© to;«by-thaſe my underſtanding: may be mprov'd, or 
my imagination gratify'd : but-why ſuch a man's be- 
© ing able to eat ortolans, and drink French wine, is to 
0 er en is what I can't readily 
-© conceive,  ' 
mh.c © This complaint may with j juitice be made of 
all imitations : the ridiculuus fide is ever the object 
2 ed, But, a truce to moralizing, and to our 
« buſineſs,” 


F 
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« buſineſs.* Prithee, in the firſt place, how car you 
gain admittance to your miſtreſs? andy in the ſecond. 
js the girl independent of her father? His conſent, I 
ſuppoſe, you have no thought of obtaining. a 

Har. Some farther propoſals concerning my eſtate, 


ſuch as an increaſe of the mortgage, or an abſolute ſale, 


is a ſufficient pretence for a vim: and as to the eaſh, 
twenty to my knowledge ; independent too, you rogue ! 
and, beſides, an only child, you know: and then, when 
things are done, they can't be undone—and tis well dis 
no worſe and a hundred. ſuch pretty proverbs, will, tis 
great odds, reconcile the old fellow at laſt. Beſides, my 
papa in pofſe; has a foiblg, which, if I condeſcend to 
humour, I bave his ſoul, my dear. | 
enk. Prithee, now you are in ſpirits, give me a por- 
trait of Sir Penurious ; though he is my neighbour, yet 
is he fo domeſtic an animal, that I know no more of. 
him than the common country-converſation, that he is 


a chriſty, wary man. 


Har. The very abſtract of penury ! Sir John Cutler; 
with, his tranſmigrated ſtockings, was but a type of him. 
For inſtance, the barber has the growth of his and his 
daughter's: head one a-year, for ſhaving the knight once 
a fortmight ; his ſhoes are made with the leather of a 
coach of his grandfather's, built in the year One; his 
male-ſervant is feetman, groom, carter, coachman, and 
taylor; his maid employs her leifure hours in plain- 
work for the neighbours, which Sir Penurious takes 
care, as her labour is for his emotament, ſhall be as many 
as poſſible, by joining with his in ſcouring 
the rooms, making the beds, &c.—Thus much for his 
moral character. Then as to his intellectual, he is a 
mere charte blanche ; the laſt man he is with, muſt af 
ford him matter for the next he goes to: but a ſtory is 
his dot; throw him in that, and ke ſwallows: it; no 
matter what, raw or roaſted, ſavoury or inſipid, down 
it goes, and up again to the firſt perſon he meets. It 
is upon this baſis I found my favour with the knight, 
having acquir'd patience enough to hear his tories, and 
equippꝰd myſelf with a quantity ſufficient to furniſh him. . 
rr and for once or twice 

a 97 en- 
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C entertaining enough. PI give you a ſpecimen— Ig 
not that an equipage ? | 
Fenk. Hey! yes faith; and the owner an int 
ance of mine: Sir Gregory Gazette, by Jupiter! and 
his ſon Tim with him, Now I can match your knight. 
He muſt come this way to the parlour. We'll have a 
icene ; but take your cue; he is a country-politician, 
Sir Gregory entering, and Waiter. 
Sir Greg. What, neither the Glouceſter Journal, nor 
the Worceſter Count, nor the Northampton Mercury, 
nor the Cheſter? Mr Jenkins, I am your humble ſer- 
vant : A ſtrange town this, Mr Jenkins, no news ſtir- 
ring, no papers taken in! Is that gentleman a ſtran- 
ger, Mr Jenkins? Pray, Sir, not to be too bold, you 
don't come from London ? 
Har. But laſt night. 4 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, that's wonderfut! Mr Jen- 
kins, introduce me. | 
ou Mr Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 
ir Greg. Sir, 1 am proud to—Well, Sir, and what 
news? You come from Pray, Sir, are vou a par- 
liament- man? 
Har. Not I, indeed, Sir. 
Sir Greg. Good lack ! may be, belong to the law? 
Har. Nor that. 
Sir Greg. Oh, then in ſome of tha offices ; the trea- 
ſury, or the exchequer ? 
Har. Neither, Sir. 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, that's wonderful ! Well, but. 
Mr——Pray what name did Mr Jenkins, Ha— Ha— 
Har. Hartop. ' 
Sir Greg. Ay, true Wust, not of the Hartope of 


Boſton ? 


Har. No. 

Sir Greg. May be not. There 1 is, Mr Hartop, one 
thing that I envy you Londoners in much—quires of 
newſpapers! Now I reckon you read a matter of eight 
ſheets every day. | 

Har. Not one. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful !—Then, may be, you are 
about court; and ſo being at the fountain-head, know 
what is in che papers before they are printed. 1 

ar. 


THE ENICHTS ay: 


Har. N 
fool! 
— Lord! Vour bed, hr Jenkins, 


Jul Why, Sir Gregery, Mr — ndateriee 
the ſecvets abave ; mir © wan or trulled to 
be wary, you know, © + 


Sir Gm May be wy may be to. Wondnfult Ay, 


a no 
x + But Fl give: im a besser inüght into 
charaer and that will induce him to throw al hi re- 


20 ay be o: do; do; 

N Picker! Jack; don't D ede 
Ee humour a 2 beſides, if ] gueſs right, it 
may be neveſſary for the conduct of your — 
tract a pretby ſtrict intimacy thave.. TO 

Har. Well, do 27 ; 1 
Sir Gregory, Mr 5 — — 
2 made him @ little floy-in kis replies: but you - 


will now find him more communicative; and, in your: 


car—he is a truafure; he is in all the myſderies of go- - 


vernmene; at the bottom of every 

Sir Greg. Wonderful:t'a treaſure! ay, maybe ſo- 

Fenk. nd that you may hw him WS Flt. 
go in fearch ef your fon 

Sir Greg. Do ſo, do ſo; Tim is without 7 tan - 
from his uadle: Tregeyle'w at Menegiry 
Tim is an honeſt lad do ſo, . 
Well, My Harropy and fo we have u peace, lach-a-day; 
long-loek d Tur come at laſt. But pray, Mr Hartop, 
how many newſpapers may you have printed in a week? 

Har: About an Nundred and: fifty, Sir Greg 

Shy Greg 
reckon; full as an egg; nothing but news! Well, 
well, I ſralE go to London one of theſe days. A hun- 
For: and fifty! Wonderful! And pray, ment which 
do you reekon- the beſt? 
Har. Oh, Sir Gregory, they are as various in their 


exeelleneies as their uſes. If you are inclin'd-to blacken, , 


by a couple of lines, the reputation of a neighbour, . 


« whoſe character neither your nor his Whole life can 1 
, Y.3 poſſibiy / 


ornwall. 


K 
Good. now good: now? ad al full, 1 


4 


paper: if — are — or diſappointed of a _ 


258 THE KNIGHTS. 
« poſlibly reſtore,” you may do it for two ſhillin 


a triplet againſt the miniſtry will be always well recei. 
2 the hea head word gre * and then, as a paper of 
-amuſement,” you have the Fool, 

9 reg, The Fool! lack ! And pray who- 
« and what may that fame Fool ool be ? | 

Har. Why, Sir Gregory: the author has artfully 

© aſſumed that habit, lik royal jeſters of old, to led 

Y has ſatire with mare ſecurity to himſelf, and ſeverity 


to others. 


Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! © The Fool! ha, 
* ha, ha! Well enough; a queer dog, and no fool, I 
* warrant you. Killigrew; ah, I have heard my grand - 

father talk much of that ſame Killigrew, and no fool. 
But, what's all this to news, Mr Hartop? Who gives 
us the beſt account of the king of Spain, and the queen 
of Hungary, and thoſe great folks? Come now, you 
could give us a little news if you would; come now— 
— by. Good how; do; come, ever ſo 

ttle ; 

Har. Why, as you fo largely contribute to the ſup- 
port of the government, it is but fair you ſhould know 
what they are about. We are. at preſent in a treaty 
with the Pope. 

Sir Greg. "With the Pope ! Wonderful ! Good won, 

now + How, how ? 

Here We me to pield him up 8 l tra of the 


Terra - incognita, together with both the Needles, Scilly 


rocks, and the Lizard point, on condition that the Pre- 
tender has the, government of Laputa, and the biſhop of 
Greenland ſucceeds to St Peter's * he being, you 
know, a Proteſtant, when poſſeſſed of the pontificals, 
iſſues out a bull, commanding all Catholics to be of his 
religion: they deeming the 1 infallible, follow his 
1 and then, Sir Gregory, * are all of one 
min 

Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack! Rare news, rare 
news, rare news! Ten millions of thanks, Mr Har- 


top. But might not I juſt hint this to vox ro our 


-icar? *twould rejoice his heart, 
Her. 0 he, by no means. 3 4 85 
| Sir 
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Sir Gr 7. Only a line a little hint Do now? 
Har. Well, Sir, it is difficult for me to refuſe you 
thin 

i . Ten thouſand thanks. Good now ! the Dojo 
Wonderful! I'll minute it down—Both the Needles? 

Har. Ay, both. | 

Sir Greg. Good now; I'll minute ada Lizard - 
point — both the Needles Scilly rocks —biſnopof Green 
land St Peter's chair —— Why then, when this is fi- 
niſhed, we may chance to attack the great Turk, and 
have holy wars again, Mr Hartop. 

Har. That's part of the ſcheme. 

Sir Greg. Ah, good now! Lou ſee I have a head t. 
Politics +. been my ſtudy many a day. Ah, if I had 
been in London to improve by the newſpapers ! They 
tell me Dr Drybones is to ſucceed to the 8 of 
Wiſper. + | 

Har. No; Doctor 

Sir Greg. Indeed! I was told by my b at 
Roſs, that it was between him and the dean of —— 

2 To my knowledge. 

Sir Greg. Nay, you know beſt, do be fure- If it, 
fhould Huſt here's Mr Jenkins and ſon Tim— 
mum! Mr Jenkins does not know any 7 about the 
treaty with the Pope 1 = 

Har. Not a word. 

Sir Greg. Mum 

Enter Tim and Mr Jenkins, 
e Maſter Timothy is almoſt grown out of know 
ge, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. 9 good now! ay, ay; Ill weeds 

w 2-pace, Son Tim, Mr Hartop; a great man, 
child! Mr Hartop, ſon Tim. 

Har. Sir, I ſhall be always glad to know every branch 
1 from ſo valuable a trunk er 

ette | 

Sir Greg. May be ſo. Wonderful! ay, ay. — 

Har. Sir, I am glad to ſee you in Herefordſhire !— 
Have you been long from Cornwall ? 

Tim. Ay, Sir; a matter of four weeks or a month, 
more or leſs. 

Sir Greg. Well ſaid, Tim. " ay, aſk Tim any 


ques 
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ions, he can anfiver for himfelf. Tim, tell Mr 
— news about the elections, andthe tinners, 


and the tides, and the roads, and the pilchards.. I want: 
= few words with: my maten Jenkans.. 

Her. Vw ited deemfiilong! abſent hom your native 
country, that you have almoſt forgot itt. 

Tu. Yes. fave. I. he” been: ar uncle Tregegle's a- 
matter of twelve or a donen fear, more or leſs. 

Har. Them þ reckon you were quite impatient to ſee. 
your papa and mama? 

Tim. No ſure, not A. Father ſent for- me wo unete.. 
Sure Menegizy is a choice place ! and T could a ſtay'd: 
there all my Born days, more or leſs: oo 

Har.. Pray, Sir, what were' your ir porn omg aſh 

Tim. Nan whar d'ye fay'? h 

_ Har. How did yo divert yourſelf ? 

Tim. Oh, we * paſtimes enow there: we ba- bull 
baiting, and cock - fghting, and fiſniĩng, and hunting, 


and h and 
Nera 


Hur. two. laſt are 


is very remarkable: in thoſe,” I prefunez..you- are: very 


1 

Tim. Nan ! What! | 

Hur. I ſay you are a good: wreſtler. 

Tim. Oh, yes ſure, I can wreſlle walkers; but we 
don't wreſtle after your faſhion ; we ha no tripping; fath © 
and ſoul ! we go all upon cloſe hugs orthe flying mare. 
Will you try # — N F Tn you, fath - 
and; foul. 


Har. We had as not venturs — | Burkdes. 
you left in. Corawall nothi L r 
more than hurling and mY 


Tim. Nan! What? | 

Har. No-favourite "TY : ſt 

Tim. Array I coupled Wette nb been hey. 
and ſure they tugg'd it all the way up. Part with Fa- 
vourite ! no, I thank you for nothing. Nou muſt know 
F nurs' d. Favourite myſelf: unele's huntſman was goin 
to mill-pond-to drown: all Muſic's. puppies, ſo I fa 
ſhe. But, fath, PII: tell you a comical: tory; at Lan- 
ſton, they both broke Jools, and eat a whole loin-a'-veal, 
and a leg of beef: © oriſt!”” how landlord ſweur d * | 
the. 
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the poor fellow was almoſt maz'd ; it made me die wi! 


laughing. But how came you to know about our Fa- 


yourite ! 
Har. A elronbifiaice ſo material to his ſon, could not 


eſcape the knowledge of Sir Gregory Gazette's friends, 
But here you miſtook me a little, f ſquire Tim; I meant, 
whether your affe&tions were not ſettled upon ſome pret- 
ty girl: Has not ſome Corniſn laſs caught your heart? 

Tim. Huſh! cod, the old man will hear; jog a tiny 
bit this way—won't a' tell father? 

Har. Upon my honour ! 

Tim. Why then, I'll tell you the whole ſtory, more 
or leſs. Do you know Mally Pengrouſe ? 

Har. I am not ſo happy. 

Tim. She's uncle's milk-maid; ſhe's as handſome, 
Lord! her face all red and white, like the infide of a 
ſhoulder of mutton ; ſo I made love to our Mally: and 
juſt, fath, as I had got her -will to run away te 
Exeter and be married, uncle found it out, and ſent 
word to father, and father ſent for me home; but I 
don't love her a bit the worſe for that. But, Cod, if 
you tell father, he'll knock my braius out ; for he ſays, 
I'll diſparage the family, and mother's as mad as a 
March hare about it; ſo father and mother ha* brought 
me to be married to ſome young body in theſe parts. 

Har. What, is my lady here? 

Tim. No, ſure; dame Winnifred, as father caſts her, 
could not come — 


Har. I am ſorry for that, I have the honor to be a 


diſtant relation of her ladyſhip's. 

Tim. Like enough, fath ! ſhe's a-kin to half the 
world I think. But don't you ſay a word to father about 
Mally Pengrouſe Huſh ! 

Jenk. Mr Hartop, Sir 22 will be amongſt us 


ſome time, he is going with his ſon to Sir Penurious 


Trifle's ; there is a kind of a treaty of marriage on 


foot between Miſs Sukey Trifte and Mr TR 


Har. The devil! (apart.) I ſhall be glad of every 


circumſtance that can make me better acquainted with 


Sir Gregory. 


be ſo ! 
Tim. 


a." 9 


Sir Greg. Good now, good now; may be ſo, may 
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Tim. Father, ſure the gentleman ſays a4 how mother 
and he are a-kin. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Lack-a-day! lack- a- day be 
how? Lam proud to—but how, Mr Hartop,. bow ? 

Har. Why, Sir, a couſin- german of my aunt's- firſi 
huſband, intermarry'd with a diſtant relation of à colla. 
teral branch by the mother's fide, the Apprices of Lan- 
trindon; and we have ever ſince quarter'd in a ſcut- 
eheon of pretence the three goat's tails rampant, divid- 
ed by a cheveron, field-argent ; with a leek-pendant in 
the dexter-point, to diſtinguiſh: the ſecond houſe. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! wonderful! nearly, nearly re- 
lated ! Good now, good now, if dame Winifred was 
here, ſhe'd make 'em all out with a wet finger ; but they 
are above me. Prithee Tim, good now, fee after the 
horſes—and, d' ye hear, try if you can: get any newſ+ 


Papers. 
Tim. Yes, father ut, couſin rd pe-. - um, 
not a ward about Mali Pengroule. 
Har. Mum [Exit Tins 
Sir Greg Good now, that boy will make fome mi- 
. N beige PI go myſelf. Good now, 
no farther, couſin ; if you pleaſe, no ceremany—A hun- 
dred and fiſty newſpapers a-week ! the Fool!“ ha, ha, 
ha! wonderful! an odd dog. [.Exit. Sir Greg. 
— So, Jack, here's a freſh ſpake in your wheel. 
ar. This is > cutſed croſs incident. 
Fenk, Well, but ſomething muſt be done to fruſtrate 
cþ3 Shows af your now vauk's Can you think of no- 
ng ? 
* have been hammering: pray, are the two knights 
intimate? are they well acquainted with. each other's 
on? | 
end. Faith, I ean't tell; but we may ſoon know. 
Cou'd you recommend me a good- ſpirited girl, 
who bas humour and.eompliance. to follow a few direc · 
tions, and underſtanding enongh to barter a little incli- 
nation N a- year and a fool ? ns FRE 
n part I s vour deſign ; the man's 
a houſe is RT lively laſs, has a fortune to- 
make, and. no reputation to laſe : PII call her Jenny! 
but the enemy's at hand — I'll withdraw and prepare. 


Jenny. 


F 
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When the worſhippful — are retir'd, I'll 
— the wench. A. N Jenkins, 
Enter Sir Gregory and Tim 
Sir 


Pray, nom, couſin, are you in friendſhip 
with Sir Tre? 


Hur. 1e the honour, Sir, of that gentleman's ac- 
quaigtance. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! but, lack-n-day, 
couſin, is he ſuch a mifer'#s ſay? Good now, they 
tell me we Mall trardly have — for ourſelves and 
horſes at Gripe- hall; but as you are a relation, you 
ſhould, good now, know the affairs of the family, Here's 
Sir Penurious's letter; here, cout. 

Havr. **. Your overture I receive with" ylcifure, and 


« ſhould be glad to meet you in Shropfhire.” —I fancy, 


from a thorough k of Sir Penurious's diſpoſi- 
tion, and by what I can collect from the contents of that 
letter, he would be much better pleaſed to meet you 
here than at his own houſe. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, may be fo! a ſtra r 
wonderful ! But, good now, coufin, what muſt we do? 

Hur. 1'this morning paid Sir Penurious a viſit ; and 
if you'll honour me with your commands, Ill 

vir Grey. Wonderful! to-day! good now, that's 
lucky! couſin, you are "ay kind. Good now, T'Il fend 
a letter, Tim, by cou Hartop. 

Har. A letter from fo old an arquaintanee, and upon 
ſo happy an oecaſion, will ſeeure me a favourable - 
tion. 

Sir Good lack, good lack, an old acquaintance 
— Hartop! we were at nnr. 
gether—let's ſee, wonderful, how long ago ? 'twas 
while I was courting dame Winny, the year before I 


married Good now, how long ? er's ſce—that = 
-H 


the hackney ſtable was built, and Peter Ugly the 
pad fell into a faw-pit. 

Tim. Mother ſays, father and ſhe was marry'd the 
firſt of April in the year ten; and I knows tis thereabout, 
for I am two and thirty; and brother Jeremy, and Ro- 
ger, and Gregory, and ſiſter Nelly, were born'd before I. 

Sir Greg. Good now, now! how time wears 
t wonderful ! thirty- eight years ago, Tim ! I could 
not 


+ 4 abi 


| 
, 
| 
| 
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net have thought it. But come in, let's ſet about the 
letter. But pray, couſin, what diverſions, good now, 
© are going forward in London ? 

* 9 Oh, Sir, we are in no diſtreſs for amuſement; 
© we have plays, balls, puppet-ſhows, maſquerades, bull. 
6 e e eee 
© ſand others. t I am in haſte for your epiſtle, Sir 
Gregory. ä 
Sir Greg. Couſin, your ſervant. | ; 

| [Exit Sir end Timothy, 

Har. I am your moſt obedient. —Thus far our ſcheme 
ſucceeds ; and if Jenkins's girl can aſſume the aukward 
pertneſs of the daughter, with as much ſucceſs as I can 
imitate the ſpirited folly of Sir Penurious the father, I 
don't deſpair of a happy cataſtrophe. | 
: « Enter Jenny. 
© Penny. Sir, Mr Jenkins | a 
Har. Oh, child, your inſtructions ſhall be admini- 
© ſter'd within. 

© Jenny. Mr Jenkins has open'd your deſign, and I 
am ready and able to execute my 

Har. My dear, I have not the leaſt doubt of either 
« your inclination or ability — But, pox take this old 
« fellow! what in the devil's name can bring him back? 
« Scour, Jenny. | | | 1 
| Enter Sir G b 


Sir Greg. Couſin, I beg n; but I have a fa- 
© your to beg Good now, could not you make intereſt 
© at ſome coffechouſe in London, to buy, for a ſmall 
© matter, the old books of newſpapers, and ſend them 
into the country to me? They would paſs away the 
time rarely in a rainy day, | 

* Har. Sir, I'll ſend you a cart-load. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! Ten thouſand 
© thanks! You are a couſin indeed. But pray, cou- 
* ſin, let us, good now, ſee ſome of the works of that 
© ſame Fool? | = 
Har. I'll ſend them you all; but a— 

© Sir Greg. What, all? Lack-a-day, that's kind, 
© couſin! The Terra-incognita—both the Needles 


© a great deal of that! But what biſhop is to be 


Pope? | 
/ : Har. 


*  *# war c_— - . . 
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Har. Zounds, Sir, I am in haſte for your letter— _ 


« When Ban-. aſk as many queſtions 
ir G now, now! that's ttue —— 
«Tl in, ws Fever couſin, the pope is not 
« to have Gibraltar ? 4 
« Har. No, no; damn it, nal As none but the Fool 
could ſay it, ſo none but ĩdeots would believe him.— 


Pray, Sir 
br Wel, well well, couſin, lack-a-day ! you are 


Sir Greg 
© ſo—but 
« Har. n your praying! If you don't finiſh 
your letter immediately, you may —_—_—— it . 
Sir Greg. Well, well, n „ you 


are in ſuch a good now! I 
« Har. But if ny yarn le tg IL hall 


© be inevitably diſappointed. 
Sir Greg. But, couſin, are Seilly rocks. 
* Har. 1 wiſh they, were in your! guts, with all my 
heart. I muſt quit the field; I find,. LXxit. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful ! good now, now! a 
© paſſionate man! Lack- a-day, I am 8 d the pope is 


not to have Gibraltar though. LZxit. 


ACT... 


5 CENE, Sir. Ginger! and Tim reading News to * 
diſcovered. 


Tim. Onſtantinople, N. 8. Nov. 15. che . 
Seigniour 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! good now, Tim, the poli+ 
tics, child: and read the ſtars, and the daſhes, and the 
blanks, as I taught you, Tim. 

Tim. Yes, father—We can aſſure our readers, that 
the D— daſh is to go to F blank: and that a certain 
noble L— is to reſign his p——e in the t, in or 
der to make rm for the two three ſtars. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! now, now |! 
news, Tin Ah, I a 4 on ! great 
come in play one time or other. This London _— 
knows more than any of them. Well, <hild, well. 

on 1 the D. J. | 

or. d 


Sir 
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* 4 Greg. Ay, that's the Dublin Journal. Go on, 


22 Laſt Saturday, a gang of — — broke 
into an empty houſe on Ormond quay, and ſtrippꝰd it of 
all the furniture. 

Sir Greg. an ye dong 6; one ge To whe a height 
theſe rogues are grown |! 

Tim. The way to Mr Keith's chapel, is turn of 


your 
Sir Greg. Pſha ip that, Tim 31 know that road 


as well as the doctor; 'tis in every time. 


Tim. J. Ward, at the Cat and Gridiron, Petticoat- 
Lane, makes tabby all over for people inclined to be 
crooked ; and if he-was to have the univerſal world for 
— g a pair of ſtays, he could not put better ſtuff in 


Sir Greg. Good now; - where's that, Tim? 
Tim. = the Cat and Gridiron, father. 
Sir Greg. I'll minute that: All my lady Ifard's chil- 


dren, good now, are inclined to be crooked. 


* Enter a Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, Mr Jenkins begs to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Greg. Good now; deſire him to walk in. 
Enter Jenkins. | 

Fenk. I thought it might not be improper to prepare 


| you for a viſit from Sir Penurious Trifle. I ſaw him 


and his daughter alight at the apothecary's above. 
Sir Greg. What, they are come ? Wonderful! Very 
kind, . WA very kind, indeed, Mr Come, Tim, 
ſettle my cravat : good now, let's be a little decent.— 
Remember your beſt bow to your miſtreſs, Tim. 
Tim. Yes, father ; but muſt not I kiſs Miſs Suck ! 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, ay. Pray, is couſin Har- 
came along? 


Fenk. I have not fron him ; but I fancy I had better 


introduce my neighbours, +» 


Sir Greg. Good now, would you be ſo kind. [Exit 
Jenkins. ] Stand behind me, Tim.—Pull down your 
ruffles, child. 

- Tim. But, father, won't Miſs Suck think me bold if 
I kiſs her chops the firſt time ? 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, no, Tim, no; Faint heart 
5 never 
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never won fair lady. Ha, Tim, had you but ſeen me 
attack dame Winny ! But times ar'n't as they were. 
Good now, we were another kind of folks in thoſe days; 
tout hearty ſmacks, that would ha? made your mouth 
water again; and the mark ſtood upon the pouting lip 
like the print upon a pound of butter. But the maſter- 
miſſes of the preſent age go, lack-a-day, as gingerly 
about it, as if they were afraid to fill their mouths with 
the paint upon their miſkreſſes cheeks. Ah, the days L 
have ſeen ! 

Tim. Nay, father, I warrant, if that's all, I kiſs her 
hearty enow, fath and ſole ! | 

Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim, huſh ! Stand behind me, 
child. 

Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious Trifle, and Jenny as 

Miſs Sukey, and Jenkins. | 

Sir Greg. Sir Penurious, I am overjoy'd !— Good 
now! 

Sir Pen. Sir Gregory, I kiſs your hand. My daugh- 
ter Suck. | | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Miſs, I am proud to—Son 
Tim—Sir Penurious—Befſt bow, child— Miſs Suck— . 

Tim. An't that right, father ? FKifes her. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! I am glad to ſee 
you look ſo well. You keep your own, Sir Penurious. 

Sir Pen. Ay, ay, ſtout enough, Sir Gregory; ſtout 
enough, brother knight ; hearty as an oak, Hey, Dick ? 
Gad, now I talk of an oak, I'll tell you a ftory of an 
oak. It will make you die with laughing. Hey, you 
Dick, you have heard it; ſhall I tell it Sir > 

Fenk. Though I have heard it ſo often, there is 
ſomething ſo engaging in your manner of rang a ſtory, 
that it always appears new. | | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now ; I love 
* Scomical ſtory, Pray, Sir Penurious, let's have it.— 
Mind, Tim; mind, child. | | 

Tim. Yes, father; fath and ſole, I love a choice ſto- 
ry to my heart's blood ! | 

Sir Pen. You, knight, I was at Bath laſt ſummer— 
a water that people drink when they are ill. You have 
heard of the bath, Dick 5 Hey, you! 

8 3 


Tin. 


3 
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Tim. Yes, fath, 1 know Bath; I was there in wy 


way up. | 
Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim ; good now, huſh ! 
Sir Pen, There's a co e, you—a place where 
people drink coffee and tea, and read the news. 
Sir Greg. Pray, Sir Penurious, how many papers may 


they take in? 


Sir Pen. Pſha! damn the news! mind the ſtory. 
1 Ser Greg. Good now, good now! d haſty man, 

im! ö 
Sir Pen. Pox take you both ! I have loſt the ſtory; 
— Where did I leave off, hey, you Dick? 

Tim. About coffee and tea. 

Sir Pen. Right, you, right! true, true! So, ecod, 
you knight, I us'd to'breakfaſt at this coffechouſe every 
morning; it coſt me eight-pence though, and I had al- 
ways a breakfaſt at home—no matter tor that though ! 
there I breakfaſted, you Dick, ecod, at the ſame table 
with lord Tom Truewit == Y ou have heard of I'ruewit, 
deu, knight; a droll dog! You, Dick, he told us the 

ory, and made us die with laughing. You have heard 
of Charles the Second, you knight he was ſon of Charles 
the Firſt, king here in England, that was beheaded by 
Oliver Cromwell: S0 what does Charles the Second, 
you knight, do? but he fights Noll at Worceſter, a 
town you have heard of, not far off : but all would not 
do, you: ecod, Noll made him ſcamper, made him run, 
take to his heels, you knight. Truewit told us the ſto- 
ry, made us die with lau Suing. I always breakfaſted 


at the coffeehouſe ; it coſt me eight-pence, though 1 


had a breakfaſt at home So what does Charles d 
but hid himfelf in an oak, an oak-tree, you; in a 
call'd Boſcobel, from two Italian words, Boſco Bello, a 
fine wood, you; and off he marches: But old Noll 
would not let him come home; no, ſays he, you don't 
come here. Lord Tom told us the ſtory ; made vs 
die with laughing; it coſt me eight · penee, though I had 


- a breakfaſt at home. So, you knight, when Noll dy'd, 


Monk chere, you, afterwards Albemarle, in the north, 
— pe” him back. So you, the cavaliers, you have 
heard of them; they were friends to the Stuarts. What 
did they do, ecod, you Dick? but they put up Charles in 
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a ſign, the royal oak ; you have ſeen ſuch ſigns at coun- 
try alehouſes : ſo, ecod, you, what does a Puritan do— 


the Puritans were friends to Noll - but he puts: up the 


ſign of an owl in the ivy-buſh, and underneath he writes, 
« This is not the royal oak.” You have ſeen writings 
under ſigns, you knight. Upon this, ſays the royaliſts, 
Ecod this muſt not be: So, you, what do they do, but, 
ecod, they proſecuted the poor Puritan z but they made 
him change his fign though. And, you, Dick, how 
d'ye think they chang'd ? -Ecod, he puts up the royal 
oak, and underneath he writes, This not the owl in 
« the ivy buſh.” It made us all die with laughing. 
Lord Tom told the ſtory. I always breakfaſted at the 
coffee-houſe, though it coſt me eight-pence, and I had 


a breakfaſt at home; hey, you knight! what, Dick, 


hey! 
Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! wonderful !. 
Tim. A choice tale, fath! 


Fenk, Oh, Sir Penurious is a moſt. entertaining com- 


pagion, that muſt be allow' d. 


Sir Greg. Good now, ay, ay, . a merry man But, / 
lack-a-day, would not the young lady chooſe a little. 


refreſhment after her ride! ſome tea, or ſome 

Sir Pen. Hey, you knight! No, no; we intend to 
dine with thee, man. Well, you, Tim, what doſt think 
of thy father-in-law that i8-to-be,. hey? A jolly cock, 
you Tim; hey, Dick. But prithee, boy, what doſt 
do with all this tawdry tinſel on? that hat and waiſt- 
coat ? Traſh, knight, traſh.! more in thy pocket and 
leſs in thy cloaths; hey, you Dick! Ecod, you, knight, 
I'll make you laugh: I went to London, you Dick, 
laſt year, to call in a mortage; and what does me I, 
Dick, but take a trip to a coffee-houſe in St Martin's 
Lane; in comes a French fellow forty times as ſine as 
Tim, with his muff and parlevous, and his Frances ; 


and his head, you knight, as white with powder, ecod, 
you, as a twelfth cake: and who the devil d'ye think, 


ick, this might be, hey, you knight? . 
Sir Greg. now, an ambaſſador, to be ſure. 


Sir Pen. Ecod, you knight, nor better nor worſer. 
than Mynheer Vancaper, a Dutch figyre-dancer:at the -- 


opera- houſe in the Hay-market. 


Z 3 Sir 


Aw we 
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Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now! | 
ir Pen. Hr * Tim, nobody dreſſes 
now; all kaight, 1 an . the +ip 


2 eee d infill inks; hey, Dick? 
. You, n of dreſs; but 
Gazette, a e regard to particular is but 
— . wang. — 
Sir Pen. — ſtuff! my daughter, knight, 


has bad othergue Hey, you, Suck, come 
Forward. ''Phain as a all as nature 
made ber; hey, Tim, no mand. Prithee, Tim, off 
with thy/lave and burn it; *twill help to buy the li- 
: ſhe U not bile thee a dic'the biteer for that; 
1 Suck ! But, you knight; ecod, Dick, a toaſt 
and tankard would not be e hey, 
you ! | 
Sir Greg." Good now, good now! what you will, Sir 
W ac 
Terre e. e 
oung couple, hey. 1 d bread 
— in; hey, knight ! at her, Tim. Come, Dick; 
—— von knight. Did I ever tell you my courthip, 
hey, Diek ? *twill make you laugh. 
ent. Not as I remember. 
ir Greg. Lack- a- day, let's have 3 

Sir Pon. You know my wife was blind, you, knight. 

Sir Greg. Good now, wonderful ! not I. 

Sir Pen. Blind as a beetle when I marry'd her, knight; 
he y Dick! rn Maid 
Beis, kaight, went to market, you, Diek; and wife 
rambled into the orchard, and ſouſe dropp'd into the 
aſh-pond. We found her out next day, but ſhe was 
. no help for that, Dick; vp ey 
though, you ! een to Sir 
ſtram Muck worm, you; rich enough, you, hey ! Ecod, 
you, what does ſhe 7 you, but the falls in love with 

young Sleek, her Ache chaplain, hey, you! Upon 

that, Hang Ar does me I, but ſlips on domine's robes, you, 

paſs d myſelf epon ber for him, and we were tack'd to- 

gether, you, knight, hey ! ecod, th I believe ſhe 
never-liked-me-; but what fe „Diek! ſhe 

was 
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was rich, you But ne let's lere the children to- 
er. 

Sir Greg. Sir, I wait on you. 

Sir Pen. Nay, pray 's 247 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, tis impoſſible. 

Sir Pen. Pox of ceremony! you, Dick, hey! Ecotl, 
knight, I'll tell you a ſtory. One of our in 
1 you, a deviliſh polite fellow reckon'd, Dick; 

ou, what does the king of France do, but, * 

5 Neu e of hls "Fi _ an: fo, 
knight, going into a coach together, ing would 
— Is firſt : Oh, e » IT 
can't indeed; you, hey, Dick! Upon which, w 1 
me the king, but he takes his arm thus, 
am I king of France, or you? is it m — 1a your's? 
and ſo puſhes him in thus; hey, 

Str Greg. Good now, Gre he, he, he! 

Sir Pen. Ecod, Dick, | believe I have made a mif- 
take here; I ſhould have gone in firſt; hey, Dick! 
Knight, ecod, you, beg 'pardon. Ves, your coach, 
not mine; your houſe, not mine; hey, knight! 

Sir Greg. Wonderful? A merry man, Mr Jenkins. 

[Eceunt the two Knights and Jenk. 

Tim. Father and couſin are gone, fath and ſole! 

Jenny. I fancy my lover 1s a little puzzled how to. 


Tim. How—fath and ſole, I don't . what te 
ſay. How d'ye do, miſs Suck ? FA 
Zen: Pretty well, thank * «By, 
im You have had a cholce will Ts a rare 
Tad: Tes — weeping, n 
im i your houſe good oy off ee? | 
enny. Dree or four 
im. That's a good long walk, fath! 
2 I make nothing of it and back again. | 
im. Like enow. | Chil 
” | bh Ft Ling, 
im. You have a rare pipe of your own, miſs. 
Jonny 'Fean fing loud enough, if 1 have aà mind ; but 
father don't love ſinging. | 
Tim. Lake enow. a 22 


Jenny. 
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1 y. And I an't overfond of whiſtling. 
im. Hey ay, like enow: and I am a bitter bad 


3 2 ay, like enough. 
im. Pray, miſs Suck, did ever any body make love 
to you before? 
Taue, Before when? 
im. Before now. 
FZenny. What if 1 won't tell you? 
Tim. Why then you muſt let it alone, fath and ſole. 
Fenny. Like enough. 
22 Pray, miſs Suck, did your father tell you any 
n 
— About what? 
im. About IJ. 
enny. What ſhould a tell ? 
Tim. Tell! *. as how I and father was come 
a-wooing. 
2 Who ? 
im. Why, you. Could you like me for a ſweet- 
heart, Miſs Suck ? 
Jenny. I don't know. 
Tim. Mayhap ſomebody may ha' got your good · will 
already? 
Tv: And what then? 
im. Then! hey, I don't know. But if you could 
g 5 
CS or what 
1 Tas. For your true lover. 
Jen: Well, what then? 
im. Then! hey! why, fath, we may chance to be 
+ married, if the old * together. 
9 . enny. And fuppoſe I won't be married to you! 
ji . Tim. Nay, Mita Suck, I can't help it, fath and fole. 
5 But father and mother bid me come a-courting ; and if 
5 you won't ha* me, I'II tell father ſo. 
r Jenny. You are in a woundy hurry, methinks. 
0 Tim. Not I, fath! you may ſtay aw long as—— 
i Enter Waiter. 
Wait. There's a woman without wants to ſpeak with 
Mr Timothy Gazette. 
Tim. That's I. 1am gladon't. Well, Miſs Suck, 


your: 


% 
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your ſervant. You'll think about it, and let's know 
your mind when I come back. — Cod, I don't care 
whether ſhe likes me or no. I don't like her half ſo 
well as Mally Pengrouſe.— Well, your ſervant, Miſs 
Suck, [Exit Tim. 

Jenny. Was there ever ſuch an unlick'd cub ? I don't 
think his fortune a ſufficient reward for ſacrificing my 
perſon to ſuch a booby ; but as he has money enough, 
it ſhall go hard but I pleaſe myſelf: I fear 1 was alittle 
too backward with my gentleman ; but, however, a fa- 
vourable anſwer to his laſt queſtion will ſoon ſettle mat - 


ters, 
Enter Jenkins. 7 
_ Fenk. Now, Jenny, what news, child? are things 
fix d; are you ready for the nuptial knot ? | 
Jenny. We are in a fair way: I thought to have 
« quicken'd my ſwain's advances bya little affected coy- 
* neſs, but the trap would not take: I expect him 
back in a minute, and then leave it to my manage» 
ment. : 
ent. Where is he gone? 
2 The drawer called him to ſome woman. 
Jen. Woman! he neither knows nor is known by any 
body here. What can this mean? no counterplot? but, 
pox, that's impoſfible ! you have not blabb'd, Jenny ? 
Jenny. My intereſt would prevent me. | 
Fenk. Upon that ſecurity any woman may, I think, 
be truſted. I muſt after him tho). [Bxit. 
Jenny. I knew the time when Jenkins would not have 
left me ſo haſtily : tis odd that the ſame cauſe that 
* increaſes the paſſion in one ſex, ſhould deſtroy it in 
* the other; the reaſon is above my reach, but the fact 
J am a ſevere witneſs of.” Heigh ho! 
Enter Hartop, Sir Penurious, and Sir Gregory 
8 FR age oro fays he—you know, 
ir Pen. And fo, yo ight, you know, 
knight, what low MF. — were then; how 
does your pot —a pot, you, that they put over the fire to 
boil broth and meat in you have ſeen a pot, you knight 
how does your pot boil theſe troubleſome times? hey 
you! Ecod, my lord, ſays he, I don't know, I feldom 
go into my kitehen. A kitchen, you knight, is a place 


where 
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where they dreſs victuals, roaſt and boil, and ſo forth; 
Ecod, ſays he, I ſeldom go into the kitchen—But [ 
ſuppoſe, the ſcum is uppermoſt {till ! Hey, you knight! 
what, ecod, hey! But where's your ſon, Sir Gregory? 
Sir Greg. Good now, good now, where's Tim, Miſg 
Sukey ? lack-a-day, what's become of Tim? 
Jenny. Gone out a tiny bit, he'll be here preſently. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now! Well, 
and how, Miſs Sukey—has Tim? has he? Well, 
. what, you have — wonderful? e 
| Enter a Servant with a Letter. 
Serv. Sir, I was commanded to deliver this into your 
own hands, by Mr Jenkins. 
Sir Pen. Hey, you! what, a letter? ecod ſo! Any 
anſwer, you? hey! 
Serv. None, Sir. | 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, Sir Penurious is buſy ! Well, 
Miſs, and did Tim do- the thing ? did he pleaſe you? 
Come now, tell us the whole ſtory: ul! rare 
news for dame Winny! ha, Tim's father's own ſon! 
But come, whiſper—ay. | 
Sir Pen. « I have only time to tell you that your 
« ſcheme is blaſted : this inſtant I encounter'd Mrs Pe- 
« nelope 'Trifle, with her niece; they will ſoon be with 
« you.” —So then, all's over; but let's ſee what expe- 
dition will do—— Well, you knight, hey! what, have 
7 they ſettled ? Is the girl willing ? | 
© 1 Sir Greg. Good now, good now! right as my leg! 
. ah, Tim, little did I think — But, lack-a-day, I wonder 
ä where the bay is! let's ſeek him. 
Sir Pen. Agreed, you knight; hey, come. 
nter Jenkins. 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, here's Mr Jenkins. Good 
now, have you ſeen Tim? Bee 
Fend. Your curiofity ſhall be immediately ſatisfied ; 
5 | but I muſt firſt have a word with Sir Penurious. 
8 Sir Pen. Well you! what, hey! any news, Dick? 
4 Ar. Better than you eould hope; your rival is diſ- 
of. | 
"Har * — of! how? f Nu 
ent. Marry'd by this time, you e! The wo- 
man that wanted him. was ne other than Maly Fen- 
grouſe, 


[ 
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grouſe, who trudg'd it up all the way after him, as Tim 
| 6g I have recommended them to my chaplain, and 
before this the buſineſs is done. | 
Har. Braviſſimo ! you rogue ! but how ſhall I get off 
with the knight ? |; 
oh Nay, that muſt be your contrivance. 
ar. I have it—Suppoſe I was to own the whole de- 


fign to Sir Gregory, as our plan has not ſucceeded with 


his ſon 3 and, as he ſeems to have a tolerable regard for 
me, it is poſſible he may aſſiſt my ſcheme on Sir Penu- 
rious. 
Fenk. "Tis worth trying, however: but he comes. 
Sir Greg. Well, good now, Mr Jenkins, have you 
ſcen Tim ? I can't think where the boy— : 
Har. "Tis now time, Sir Gregory, to ſet you clear 
with reſpect to ſome particulars: I am now no longer 
Sir Penurious 'Trifle, but your friend and relation Jack 
Hartop. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now, couſin 
Hartop ! as I am a living man—hey—Well, but, goed 
now ! how, Mr Jenkins, hey ? 1 
* The ſtory, Sir Gregory, is rather too long to 
tell you now: but in two words, My friend Hartop has 
very long had a paſſion for Miſs Trifle, and was appre- 
henſive your ſon's application would deſtroy his views; 
which, in order to defeat, he aſſumed the character of 


Sir Penurious.: but he is ſo captivated with your in- 


tegrity and friendſhip, that he rather chooſes to forego 
=> own intereſt, than interrupt the happineſs of your 
on. 4 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now, that's 
kind ! who could have 2 it, couſin Hartop ? lack- 
a-day ! Well, but where's Tim? hey, good now ! and 
who are you ? | | 
— This, Sir, is Jenny, the handmaid of the houſe. 
ir Greg. Wonderful! a peſtilent huſſey! Ah, Har- 
top, you are a wag! a pize of your pots, and your 
royal oaks! lack-a-day, who could ha thought—ah, 


Jenny, you're a—But where's Tim? 


Enter Sir Gregory's Servant. 
Serv. Wounds, maſter ! never ſtir alive if Maſter Tim 


has na gone and marry*d Mally Pengrouſe. $ 
N S * ir 
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Sir Greg. Wonderful! how, ſirrah, how! good now, 
good now, couſin Hartop—Mally Pengrouſe ! who the 
dickens is ſhe ? 

Serv, Maſter Timothy's ſweetheart in Cornwal. 
* Greg. And how came ſhe here? lack - a- day, cou. 
| 

Serv. She tramp'd it up aſter maſter. Mafter Timo. 
thy is without, and ſays as how they be marry'd: I 
wanted him to come in, but he's afraid you'll knock'n 
down. "= 

Sir Greg. Knock'n down ! Good now, let me come 
at him ! Vll—3h, rogue-! Lack-a-day, couſin, ſhew 
me where he is! Pll— han 2510 

Har. Moderate your Sir Gregory; con- 
Aider, it is an evil without a 1 : 

Sir Greg. But what will dame Winny ſay ? Good 
now, ſuch a diſparagement to—and then, what will Sir 
Penurious ſay? lack - a-day, I am almoſt diſtracted! And 
you, you lubberly dog !- why did not you—I'II—ah, 
coulip Hartop, couſin Hartop ] good now, good now! 

Har. Dear Sir, be calm; this is no ſuch ſurprifing 
matter : we have ſuch inſtances in the newſpapers every 
day. | ; | 

Sir Greg. Good now! no, couſin, no. 

Har. Indeed, Sir Gregory, it was but laſt week that 

_Lord Lofty's ſon marry'd his mother's maid ; and Lady 
Betty Forward run away, not a month ago, with her 
uncle's butler. | Th 
| Sir Greg. Wonderful! what, in the news? Good 
now, that's ſome comfort, however ; but what will Sir 
Penurious 

Har. As to that, leave him to me; I have a project 
to prevent his laughing at you, PII warrant. 

Sir Greg. But how ? how, couſin Hartop, how ? 
Har. Sir Gregory, d'ye think me your Friend ? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day ! ay, couſin, ay. 
Har. And would you, in return, ſerve me in a cir- 
eumftance that can't injure yourſelf ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, to be ſure, couſin. 
Har. Win you, then, permit me to aſſume the figure 
of your ſon, and ſo pay my addreſſes to Miſs Trifle ? I 
was pretty happy in the imitation. of her father; = 
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0 if I could impoſe upon your ſagacity, I ſhall find leſs 


, difficulty with your brother knight. 
Sir Greg. emen Tim! ah, you could not touch 
Tim, 
} Har. I ——— pm ſee, the young gentleman. 
er Tim. 


Sir Greg: Ah, Tim, Tim! little did 1—Good now, 


Tim. L could not help it now, fath and fole : but if 
you'll forgive me this time, — — f 
7% Greg. Well, well, if thee can'ſt for 
| I can forgive thee 3 but. thank my couſin 22 

Har. Oh, Sir! if you are — L am roared. 

I wiſh you joy ; joy to you, child. 
Sir Greg. Thanks, couſin Hartop. : 

Enter Waiter. 
Wait. Sir, Mrs Penelope Trifle, with her niece, be- 
* come to ee and hearing your worſhip was in the 


— nay to pay you their compliments. 
35 Greg. 9 -a-day ! wonderful !: here we are all 
— jj turvey again ! what can be done now, couſin Har- 


3 Dick! ſhew the ladies in here; but delay * 
a little. The luckieſt incident in the world, Sir Gre- 
ry! If you will be kind enough to lend Jenkins your 
and Maſter Timothy will lend me his, TN ae 
up matters in a moment. | 
Sir Greg. Ay, ay, couſin, / ” 
Tim. Fath and fole, — avi Be 
Har. No, no; ſtep into the next room a minute, 
Sir Gregory 
Sir Sir Greg AF, ay, where you will. | | 
ath, here will be choice ſport. Kune, 
ltr Mrs Penclope and Sack: with Waiter. 
Wait. The gentlemen will wait on you preſently. 
Would you chooſe any. refreſhment? | 
| Sack. A draught of ale, friend, for Pm mais dry. 
Mr; Pen. Fiel fie! niece! is that liquor for a young 
lady ? Don't diſparage your family and breeding. The 
perſon is to be born that ever ſaw me touch any thing 
ſtronger than water till I was three-and-twenty, 
Suck. Troth, aunt, that's ſo long ago, that I think 
Vor. I. A a there's 


2 ———— — — Rs — 22 2*—— — 2 ů ˙²ð —— — 
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* rs Pom. How! gilflirt ! zone of yoltt ferro! Tom 
lad here's a huſband coming that will take you down; 
our tantrums ! Vou are grown too headſtrong and ro- 
buſt for me. 
Suck. Gad, I believe you would be glad tobe takes 
3 0 
Mr. Pen. Oh! you are à pert peur l 
ee Now Sulkey, be ee child : None 
r 
Enter Lass Gregory, and Hartop « Tim. 
Fend.  Lack-a-day I rejoice to ſee you! won- 
der ful! — . — 1 Fier the ladies. 
Har. Your ſervant, Miſtreſs! IL. am glad to fee you, 
1 Suck. (Salutes her.) Fath and ſole, Miſtreſs Suck's 
ung woman, more ar leſs! 
yr 04-24 Jam well enough, I believe. 
125 But, 1 Nerd when 
ir Penurious? 
Suck. Fathin's at home: in expeQation of you ; and 
aunt and I be come to town to make — 
Fenkt, Ay! wonderful! P lady, ſhall I, good 
now | crave a word in private Tin, will you and your 
- Soenthones deate — [#44] 
Har. Yes, father: Came, Miſe, will you jeg tiny 
bit this way ? | 
Suck. With all my beat. 8 
Fenk. There is, lady, a wonderful affair kis Mappe, 
good new: Son Tim has fallen in love with a young 
woman at his uncle's, and 'tis partly to prevent bad con · 
ſequences, that I am, lack-a day! fo haſty to match 
him: and one of my men, good now, tells me that he 
has ſeen the wench ſince we have been in town; ſhe has 
follow'd-us here, ſure as — lady ! afpaig robe 
girl, he'll never ma 
Mrs Pen. It is i indeed, Sh Sir Gregory Ganetts, awe 
critical conjuature, and ere the moſt mature deli- 
beration. | 
Fend. — Deliberation lack-a-day; 750 whilſt we 
deliberate the boy will be lol. at 
M.. 
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Mr: Pen. Why, Sir x Gazette,, what opera · 


tions can we determine 

uk. Lack-aalay | I know bur cr 

1 Pen. Adminiſter your propoſition, Sir Gregory 

Gazette : you will have my concurrence, Sir, in any 

= that does not derogate from the regulations of 

uct ; for it would be moſt prepoſterous in one of my 

— * to deviate from the ſtricteſt attention. 
Jen. Lack-a-day, lady, no ſuch matter is wanted. 

But, good now ! could not we tack the young couple 

together diretly ? your brother and I have already 


Mr: Pen: Are the previous preliminaries ſetled, Sir 

Gregory Gazette? 
en. Good now ! as firm as a rock, lady. 

Mr; Pen. Why, then, to preſerve your ſon, and ac- 
compliſh the union between our families, I have no ob- 
jections to the acceleration of their nuptials, provided 
the child is inchned, andi a miniſter may be procur d. 

Fenk. Wonderful ! you are very good, good now!“ 
there has been one match already in the houſe to-day ; 
we may have the ſame parſon. Here! Tim ! and young 
2 Mifs ! wonderful, and how ? has: 

boy I Ts not miſs a fine young lady ? 

Har. Fath and ſole, father, miſs is «charming young 
woman 3 all red and white, like um! 
Ex. Huſh, Tim ! Well, and Miſs, how does my 

? he's an honeſt hearty lad ! Has he, now !- 

bad the art? How d' ye like him, young beser | 

| Suck, Liken? well ending [ think. | 

ent. Why, then, Miſs, with your leave, your aunt! 

1 here have if you are willing, to have che 
over 

"Suck Gad! Aich an my heart. Aſk the 8 

Har. Fath and ſole, juſt as you ny to-day," to- | 
morrow, or when you will, more or leſs. a 

Jent. Good now, good now! then get you in there, 
there you will find one to do your buſineſe: wonderful! 
matters will ſoon be d within, Well, lady, this 
was good now, ſo kind k-a-day ! I verily believe if 
dame Winny was dead, that I ſhould be'glad to lead up 
ſuch another dance with you, lady. 


Aa 2 Mrs 
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Mrs Pen. You are, Sir, ſomething too precipitate : 
Nor would there, did circumſtances concur, as you in- 
finuate, be ſo abſolute a oertitude, that I, wha have re. 
* many matches, mme. 


I Lack-a-day, lady, good now! "ory 
rs Pen. No, Sif 3 I — have you. i 
that had not Penelope Trifle made i able reſolu- 


. Ü— Ge. 


l. Wonderful l why, I was 2 
Mr; Pen. Nor has the title of Lady Gazette fuch 1 re- 
ſplendent chartas,” or ſuch bewitching allutements, as to 
throw me at once into the arms of Sir Gregory. 
— Good now! who ſays 
rs Pen. Could wealth, n. or titles ſuperior to 


b56— 
| Enter Sir ( | 175 Roger, and Tims: wo! 
Tim. Ves, indeed, 3 rr 
well as I, and Mr Jenkins got us a parſon. 
Sir Greg. now, good now a rare couple af 


friends! But I'll be even with them! I'll marr their 


market | Maſter Jenkins, you have fobb'd me rs as 

= Lack-a-day, what's the matter nav? 
Sir Greg. Come, come, none of your lack-a-days ! 

none of your gambols, not your tricks to _ 
now, good now ! give me my cloaths! here, take | 
tawdry trappings. I have found bu out ft laſt : P be 


Fel. Won property. 
Wonderful what's all this, lady ? Good now, 
3 what's here? a ſtage- play? 

Sir Greg. Play me no plays ; but give me my wig! 
and your precious friend my loving couſin, (pize on the 
kindred), ld . 

Fenk, Good now, good now ! what are theſe folks ? 
as ſure as a gun, they're mad. | 

Sir Geeg. Mad | no, n0 3 we are. neither mad nor 
fools : no thanks to you, tho. 

Mrs Pen. What is all this? can you unravel this per 
plexity, untwine this myſtery, Sir Gregory Gazette 

St Greg. He Sir — er nn 
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lady! you are trick'd, impoſed upon, bamboozled: 
Good now, good now ! *tis:I am Sir Gregory Gazette. 
n miſtreſs his 
Tim. ſale, tis true, mi ; | is 
ſon Tim, and will fvear it.. PV TT 
Mr: Pen. Why, isn't Mr Timothy Gazette with my 
niece Suſannah 'Trifle ? | 
Tim. Who, me? Lord, 
couſin Hartop in my cloaths. 
Mrs Pen. What's this? and pray, who— | 
Fenk. Why, a I ſee the affair” is concluded, you 
may, Madam, call me Jenkins. Come, Hartop, you 
may now throw off your diſguiſe ; the knight had like- 
to Have embarraſſed us. 1 — _ * 8 \ ” ” 
Mrs gh gb aye Mr Jenkins! and would you, Sir, 
articipate of a ta- 440 
6 22 * the iſſue, your family will, I hope, 
have no great reaſon to repent.” I always had the great - 
eſt veneration for Miſs Penelope Trifle's 1 


the higheſt eſteem ! for her virtues can intitle me to 
honour of being regarded as her relation. 

Mrs Pen. Sir, 1 ſhall determine on nothing, till I 
am appriſed of my brother's reſolution. - . 

Har. For that we muſt wait. Sir Gregory, I muft 
intreat you and your ſon's pardon for ſome little liberties 
1 have taken with you both. Mir Jenkins, I have the 
higheſt obligation to your friendſhip ; and, . Miſs, when 
we become a little, better acquainted, I flatter myſelf 
the change will not prove unpleaſing. ; 

Suck. I know nothing at all about it. 

4 Har, Sir Gregory, we ſhall have your company at 
nner ? 

Sir Greg. Lack a-day, no, no, that boy has ſpoil'd - 
my ſtomach—— Come, Tim, fetch thy rib, and let us 
be jogging towards Wales; but how thou wilt get off 
with thy mother — | 8 

Tim. Never fear, father . 


Since you have been pleas'd our nuptial-knot to bleſs, . 
We ſhall be happy all our lives—more or leſs—-- | 


A3 T. H E. 
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”T E030 e';U © 
HE dexee is in iow! What the deuce . 
L can that produce 
Wha ar can it be? 
A little patience——and you'll ſee. 
Behold, to keep your minds uneertain, 
Between the ſcene and you this curtain! 
80 writers hide their plots, no doubt, 


To pleaſe the more when all comes out! 
Ot old the Rrologue told the ſtory, | 


And laid the whole affair before ye; - 

Came forth in ſimple phraſe to ſay, \ 

« "Fore the beginning of the play *, 

1. baplefs Polydore, was found : 

« By en, or others, drown'd! 5 8 
, hy r 


® The lines marked with turnel commas, are taken from u poem called 
Shabefpcare, ad #pi/tle to Mr Garrick, Ses Lioyd's Poems, P. 53- | 


| 1 


rl, a gentleman, did wed 4 
4 The tody'l would never bel, | 
Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, | 
« Who's coming bither—to draw water.“ | N 
＋ Thus gave at the bards of Greece I 
's The cream and marrow of the piece; 
Aking no trouble of yaur own 
To ſkim the milk, or crack the bone. 
The poets now take diff rent ways: 
E'en let them find it out for Bayes! 
And Tragedy as well 2 | 1 
Without blank verſe, or bowl, or dagger, 
Farce attempt the arduous taſk, 33 
To walk abroad without her maſk. | 
A poet, as once poets us d, 8 
To poverty was quite reduc'd. 
No boy en s to be ſent, 
On his own meflages he went. 
And once, with conſcious pride and ſhame, 
As from the chandler's-fhop he came, 
Under his thread-bare cloak, poor foul! 
A Wag (bixgriewd) bagen to fed 
A Wa is ri an to ſmoke; 
hs A 100 us, what's beneath your cloak ? 
Tell you! it were as well to ſhow 
Thid t—that you ſhou'd not know. 
Yet Farce and Title, one to other 5 
Shou'd ſeem, like „a Twin-brother, 
Prologues, like Andrews at a Fair, 2 
To draw you in, ſhou'd matze you ſtare. 
* The notificd ! — 8 1. Walk * | 
* Gem'men, in ! juſt going ts begin!” 
And if our Author don't produce 2 
Some character that plays the Deuce; 
Ik there's no frolic, ſenſe, nor him, 
Retort, and play the dev with him! 


< 


Bo et oh Jon, AR thao. 
1 ot Sens, A Room: in Emily's Houſe. Y 
Enter EmaLy with a Letter apen in ber Hand d 

Mademeifelt Foun in Man's Chathi. © 


4 | Emily. 0 ES 5 4 
E aſſured, that I will do every thing in my power 
to ſerve you ; my brother knew that he might com. 


B 


mand my ſervicew-Be comforted, I beſeteh you, . 


Fl. 
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Flo. You cannot wonder, Madam, that I ſhould be 
ſhocked, extremely ſhocked, at the eruel neceſſity of 
appearing before you in ſo indelicate a diſguiſe. 

Em. Indeed you need not: there is ſomething in your 
manner, which convinces me, that rapes uy i jan: your 
life carries its apology along with it ; gh I will not 
venture to inquire into the particulars of your ſtory till 
your mind is more at eaſe. | 

Fh. Alas, Madam, it is my intereſt to make you ac- 
quainted with my ftory. I am the dau of Monfieur 
Florival, a French phyſician, in the i of Belleiſle. 
An Engliſh officer, who had been ely wounded, 
was, after the capitulation, for the of due attend- 
ance, taken into my father's houſe; and as I, in the 
ry my life, had refided in England, he 
took ſome pleaſure in my converſation. In a word, he 
won my affections, and aſked me of my father in mar- 
riage : but he, alas! too much influenced by the nar- 
row prejudices ſo common between the two nations, for- 
bad the officer his houſe, but not before we were, by 
the moſt ſolemn engagements, ſecretly contracted to 
each other. 

Em. May I afk the officer's name ? 

Flo. Excuſe me, Madam. Till I ſee or hear from 
him once more, my prudence, vanity, or call. it what 
you will, will ſcarce ſuffer me to mention it» Your bro- 
ther, indeed, is acquainted with —— | 


Em. I your pardan——TI hope, however, you 
have no- her to think yourſelf neglected or forgot-- 
ten! ; 


_ Fh. Oh no; far from it. He was ſoon recalled by 
orders from England; and on my father's pre ſſing me 
to conſent to another match, my. paſſion I bluſh to 
own it— rted me fo far, as to depart abruptly. 
from Belleifle. 1 came over in an Engliſh ſip to Portſ- 
mouth, where I expected, according to letters he had 
contrived to ſend me, to find the officer. But, judge 
of my diſappointment, when I learnt that he embarked 
but three days before for-the fiege of the Havannah. 
Es. The Havannah !—You touch me nearly 
Pray go on. * : WG 1 
Fus. eee 
A | what 


THE DEUCE IS IN HIM. 28g 


what could I do? In order to defeat inquiries after me, 
] diſguiſed myſelf in this habit, and mixt with the offi- 
cers of the place; but your brother ſoon diſcovered my 
uneaſineſs, and law through my diſguiſe. I frankly 
confeſſed to him every particular of my ſtory : in conſe- 
quence of which, N thus generouſly recommended 
me to my 

Em. And you may depend on my N 
ſituation me ſtrangely. 
File. Oh, Madam, it ie inmaſſible to tell you half its 
miſeries ; eſpecially fince your brother bas convinced 
me, that I am ſo liable to be diſcovered. - + 

Em. You ſhall throw off that dreſs as ſoon as poſſible, 


26d then I will take you into the houſe with me and 


my ſiſter In the mean time, let me fee you every 
day—every hour. 1 Wr your vilits 
will affect my reputation. 


Flo. You are too good to me. . LVerping. 
Em. Nay, Te aan  overcames me. * 


Hue. I humbly take my a 3 
Em, Adieu. Fa 1% 
Fus. I ſhall do myſelf the honour of waiting on you. 


Exit. 

Ein. | rar? Poor woman! 1 thought own un- 

eaſineſs moſt inſupportable ; and yet bow much mult 
rr tries: N 
Enter Bell. 


80, ſiſter ! I met your fine gentleman. * my 
word, the young ſpark muſt be a favourite — Vou have 
had a fete · a tete 4 half an hour together. 

Em. How d'ye like him? 


Bell. Not at all: a foft lady-like gentleman, with a 


white hand, a mincing ſtep, and a ſmooth chin. Where 
does this pretty maſter come from? _ | 
Em. From my brother. 
Bell. Who is ay ? 
Em. A prefent to yo 
Bell. yy ane Heat. What d'ye mean? 
Em. Why, did not my brother — to ——_ care 
| Bell, Well! and what chen? * 


= - 
— — . — l 
„ 
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Em: What then! Why, he has taken care of you— 
ſent you à pretty fellow for a ae he poſ- 
fibly take better care of you? 

Bell A huſband !—a puppet, a doll, a— 

Em. A: ſoldier, Bell —a red coat, conſider. 5 
- Bell. A fine ſoldier, indeed I can't bear to ſee a 
red coat cover any thing but a man, cus pda F 

a ſoldier, that looks as if he cou'd love me te& 
me; ay, and tame me too, if I deſerv'd es 
to have this thing for a huſband, I wou'd ſet him at the 
top of my India-cabinet with the China figures, and bid 
the maid take care ſhe did not break him. 

Em. Well, wellj-if this: inthe eg 1 don't know 
what my brother will ſay to you. Here's his letter! 
mnt 2od td be aber elf. 

Bell. (reads.) . Dear ſiſter, the bearer of this letter 
„ ee ee. madam —and 

s too, 1 is ** 
. CEN to | 
« teQtion,” —Um—um—um—*< take care of 9 
Um—um—um—* not too ions —Um-—um 
um—*in town in a few days. 'I be whipt now, 
if this is not ſome miſtreſs of his. 

Em. No, no, Bell, I know her whole hiſtory. It is 
quite a little novel. She is a Frenchwoman, Made- 
19d dying for a run away from her father at Belleiſle, 
— Slot —— 

et for Colonel Tamper, 1 


If Ceed Damper Had been at the taking of 
Belleifle too, I ſhould have been frighted out of my wits 
about it. 
Bel. Su I ſhould brin ſome news of him ? 
2 On MM 


Bell. Colonel Tamper 

Em. What do you mean? 

Bell. Only a card. Fay; 10 

Em. A card !—from whom? What card? _- 

Bell. Oh, what » debightful Gutter it puts ber into! 

- Em. Nay, but tell me. 

Bell. Wall cher vide your ster was ere, there 
3 


e 


— — * 2 a 
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came a card from Major Belford ; and I took the liberty 
of ſending an anſwer to it. [> 82 

Em. Let me Tee it! Dear Bell, let me ſee it! 


Bell. Oh, it was nothing but his compliments, and 


« deſiring to have the rn. 
« time this morning from Colonel Tamper.” 

Ein. Nn eee e 
[am ready to fink with fear————Why does he not come 
hi third 1 

_ R 

e 
. Oh, Bell! I could ſuppoſe twenty things that 
I 

Bell. nk now, a ought to put yon 
quite out of your pain: he could. not . from Colo- 
nel Tamper, if there was no ſueh perſon in being. 

Em. Ay, but ſuppoſe any accident ſhould have hap- 
pened to him! Heaven forbid! - How unfortunate is 
„ eee fool ens Wen 
hourly to the riſk of his life ! | 

Bell. Lord, Emily, how can you torment yourſelf 
with ſuch horrid i tions ? Beſides, ſhould the worſt 
come to the worſt——it is but a lover loſt ; and that 
is a loſs eaſily repaired, you know. 

Em. Go, 8 but you'll why ths all this 
one day, I warrant 5 When you come to be hear- 


tily in for it yourſelf, Bell, you will know, that when 
a pure and diſintereſted fills the breaſt, when 
once a woman has ſet her heart upon a man, nothing in 
the world but that very 


man will ever make her happy- 
Bell. 1 admire your ſetting your heart, as you it, 
of all W Vour love, my dear Emily, is not ſo ro- 
mantic. You pitch upon a man of figure and fortune, 
handſome, | ſenfible, good-natured, and well-bred ; of 
rank in life, and credit in his profeſſion ; a man that 
half the women in town would pull caps for; and then 
you talk, like a fly prude, of your pure and diſintereſted 
on. 

Em. Why, then, I declare, if he had not a friend 
on earth, or a ſhilling in the world——if he was as mi- 
ſcrable as the utmoſt malice of ill fortune could make 


* 
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kim, I ou — eng 
in the kin 


Bell. ler, it is a mighty y eaſy thing for perſon 
rolling in afftuence and a coach-and-frx, to talk of li- 
ving on bread and water, d= n of Jove in & 


_ cotta 


£m. "The conch-add-Gite. Bol, would give little hap- 
to thoſe who could not be without it. 
ance the heart has ſettled its ons, how mean' 


is it N 


of what nature ſoever ! 
Bell. I think the doth proteſt to much.” 


Em. Ay, but ſhe* 


Be Ladies, your humble ſerrane——{ Salute ale 
1 rejoice to find you . well 

Bell. And we congratulate you, major, on your ſafe 
return from the Havanmah —— How does your friend 
Colonel Tamper de ? 

Bel. yg enraged but—— | 

Em. But what, Se Tam hl bend exp! 


| kon——lIs he in — ; 


Bel. Yes, Madam. 


Bel. He'll be here immediately, Madam—— | 

En. Oh, well. | 

Bel. But it was thought proper that I ſhould wait on 
you firſt, to prepare you for his reception. 

- Em. To prepare me! What does he mean? 

Bel. Only to prevent your being alarmed at his ap- 
pearance, Madam ? 

Em. Alarm'd ! you terrify me more and more—What 
is the matter? 

Bel. Nay, 2 triſte — the mere chance of 


War 


| _— 4 Tran call it j1 
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all, wat 
Fm. I'm pouithe eack=+/cDegrr Sir, explain— 
Bel. r — 8 


— Flaving nn on very 
x war pars earl gen en Havannah, he 


received many wounds; one or two erm gting 
attended with rather dilagrerable circumſtances. | 
Em. But is the Colonel well at preſent, Sie? EE 's 
Bel. Extremely well, Madam. txt 
Em. Are not the conſequences of his wounds Mr 
to en has life? - et Ire! 
Bel. in the leaſt, Madam. . Kanes 
Eu. I am fatiched—— on, my 
Bel. Do not — — | 
3 Keep me no longer in ene e 
! 
Bal. Wie ens el d men? by 
Bel. The dee principal wounds whith the Ceed. 
— Madam, were, one à little above the knee, and 
another in his face. In conſequence of the firſt; he was 
reduced to the neceſſity-of faving his life by the loſs of 
a leg 3 and the latter-has nn of the A 


an VPC." 1 0 

Bm. Oh; heavens! . Fee, L 
Bell. Poor Emily! HO could yen he ſo 
Sir? The violent agitation of her mind is too much 


for her ſpirits. 
Bel. 'Excuſe me, dn 1 was afraid of making 


you uneaſy; and yet it was neceflary you ſhould be ac- 


quainted with the nnn er to our fee- 
ing the Celon ll. 
Eu. (vecovering.) Loft has: — rm id yr 


ſay, Sir ? 

Bel. No, not an arm—an eye, Madam. 

Em. An eye] worſe and worſe - Poor Colonel 

Bel. Rather unfortunate, to be ſure. But we ſhould 
conſider, Madam, that we have ſaved his life; and that 
theſe were ſacrifices neeeſſary for its prefervetion. 

Em. Very true.  Ay—ay—ſo as J has but his life, 
I am happy. And I ought now to be attached to him, 
not only from tenderneſs, but compaſſion. 


Vor. I B b Bel. 


——— — — — 
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. you may imagine. His 1* » by the help of a 
black ribband, is very little dixbgured ; and he has got 
n falſe leg, made ſo naturally, that except a ſmall hitch 
in his gait, there is no material alteration in his perſon 
and deportment—Belides which, in point of health and 
ſpirits, he is y well. 

Em. I am glad of it.——But, alas! he whoſe perſon 
orgs Au his eyes, that were ſo 
brilliant —ſo full of ſenſibility !]! 

| Bd. This accident, Madam, on his own account gives 
12 no uneaſineſs; to ſay the truth, he ſeems rather 
vain upon it: I could wiſh, therefore, when he comes, 
that you would' not ſeem too ” > Ye affected, but rather 
aſſume an air of cheerfulneſs, 1 any viſible uneaſineſs 

in you ſhould ſhock the Colonel. 

Em. Poor Colonel! I know his ſenbbility. Let me 
endeavour, therefore, to-convince him; that he is. as dear 
to me as ever! Oh, yes, co/# me what it will, I muſt 
ſhow him, that the preſervation of his life . 
N N 
| Euter Servant. 

＋ Colonel Tamper, Madam. We 

Em. Eh! what? : [ Difordered. 
Bell Deſire the Colonel to walk up Compoſe 
| ' my! Gur 1 +> Poor Emily I am in pain for 


her. Se 
Euter C olonel Tamper—R uns up to Emily. 


Tam. My deareſt Emily! —how happy am I 10 l 


you once again! I have brought bac So honeſt heart 
and hand which I devoted to you: as to the reſt of my 
body, you ſee I did not care fixpence what became of it, 
Miſs I. rejoice to ſee you ſo * Lam 
your's—But my Emily 

Em. Oh, Colonel ! * 

[ inte tears, and lean upon Bell. 

Tam. How's this? Tears! 

Bell. You ſhould not have followed the Major ſo ſoon, 
Colonel ; the had ſcarce recovered the 5 ſhock from 
his 1 — nce. 

y impatience would ſuffer me to delay no 


_ 


- — — <A _—_—_ 
- 
— * ' 
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longer — Why do you weep ſo, Emily L—_——Are * 
r in? 3 5 _ 1 | 
Em. to ſee you unate. ce ping. | 
Tam. Unfortunate ! call 'me-rather fortunate :. 1 4 
come back alive; alive and merry, Emily. ' _,. * 2 
Em. J am glad you have ſaved your life, [ Weeping... 
Tam. I dare ſay you are. Look on me then. What, 
not one glance! Won't you deign to look on 2 
maimed ſoldier? [ Pav/ing.]—lIs it poſſible, then, that 
any little alteration of my perſon can occaſion a change: 
in your ſentiments? _ N &\ 
Em. Never, Colonel, never: It is ſurely no mark 
of want of affection to be ſo much hurt at your miefor- 
Tam. Misfortunse ! no misfortunes at all—none at all 
to a ſoldier—nothing but the ordinary incidents and 
common caſualties of his life—marks of honour—and 
| tokens of valour—T declare I bear them about with me 
as the moſt honourable badges of my profeſſion I am- 
roud of them I would not part with this wooden Te 
or the beſt fleſh and blood in Chriſtendom. 25 
Em. And can you really be ſo unconcerned at this 
accident? \ 34 
Tam. Really; and you ſhall be unconcerned too, 
Emily. You ſhall find more in me {till, than in half 
| the battered rakes and fops about town. It injures me 
no more than it does a fine tree, to lop my branches. 
, N a ages r 
| it. TA 
Em. But is there no hope of recovering your -eye- 
again? Oh, we muſt have the beſt 8 | 
fight quite loſt ? | HH radon 
Tam. Quite——Blind as a mill-horſe—— blind as a 
beetle, Emily —— But what does that ſignify? Love 
is blind, you know; and if I have loſt one eye, why, 
they ſay, I ſhall ſee the clearer with the other. pas * 
Em, I cannot look at him without ſhuddering. _ 
Retires and fits down.. 
Bell. What action was it you ſuffered in, nel ? 
Tam. Before. the Moro caſtle, Ma'am, before the 
Moro——Hot work, hiſſing hot, by ſea and land, I aſ- 
ſure you, Ma'am. Ab, os Moro, the Moro I 
b 2 


— 
- 


* 


1 
* ——— — Un. 2 „ „ö. „ * 


Ton. Beem, 
1 have not been uſed to hear you talk in that 


29> THE DEUCEISIN HIM. 


it men go to run their heads againſt ſtone walls, they 
muſt expect to have a ſconce or two broken eras they 
make their way through them Eh, major 


Boll. Belford was with yow? | 
Tam. the while. The major and I foughlit fide 
by 6s, cheek by jowl, till 1 Ma'am ! 4 — 


the Dons— didn't we, Major ?—— But Velaſco, poo 
Velaſco? A fine brave Don, muſt * tc 
3 e e EO be Ge- 


Bell, (to Emily How are you, ſiſter? 

"Favs, Nay, prithee, Emily, be comforted ! more than 
n this might —— Kappened to me at home. I might 
have thrown away my life in a duel, or broke my neck 


in a fox-chace: à fir of the or an apoplex — 
have maimed: me ten times 2 OD for ever; 2 


Fo ms hve kiled' ec half of me at's — 
moſt not take on thus—If you do, I ſhall be en- 


2 — 1 1 geh wn be affred, L 
eſteem you as much as ever, Sir. 
and Sir f. This is cold lang. 


le, 


mily. 
Em. J don't know what 1 ſay—I am not well—let 
me retire, 

- Tam. When ſhall we name the happy day? 1 fhalb 
cake nid to danee on that as Wi- 

ngton fought—on my ſtumps, Emily. Tell me, 

when hen we happy ? 
En. K ne and more faint—Lead me r 


. "Fiſt Bic wry 1 teize her now, Colonel ; 
try to procure her ſome repofe. 

Fam. fry, ay, a ſnort lleep and. a little reflection, 
and all wilt be wel, I Gare ſay—— } wilt be here a 
ſoon, ana adminiſter confelation I warrant you. A 
my dear Emily. 

En. Adieu.— Oh, Bet! [Exit in fears 4with Bell. 

F Manent Major Belford and Cal. Tamper. 
1 (unn ts Lepore raed ene 2 


B 


n 2 rr 
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ha !—Well, Belford, what is your opinion now? Wal 
ſhe ſtand the teſt or no? 

Bel. If ſhe does, it is more than you deſerve. Leo 
wiſh ſhe would give you up with all my heart, if I did 
not think you would run ſtark mad with vexation. 

Tam. Why ſo? MM 

Bel. Becauſe, as I have often told you before, i 
a moſt abfurd and ridiculous: ſcheme, a mere trick to. 
impoſe upon yourſelf, and moſt probably end in parts” 
ſing the-affe&tions of an-amiable lady. 

Tam, You know, Belford, there is an xls of 
fibility 1 in my temper— 05 


Bel. That will always 

Tam. Rather ſay it ſad nappy. a. 
of my life. 'Before I bind har ferro wy rare 
at all events and in all circumſtances, I muſt: be aſſured 
that ſhe will. at all events and in all circumſtances re- 
tain her affection for me. 

Bel. *Sdeath,. I have no-patienee to hear you. — 
not you all. the reaſon in the world. to reſt Hr, that 
Emily entertains a moſt: ſincere for you? 

Tam. Perhaps ſo; but then I am not ally afſured« 
of the baſis on which that p is 51 zo7 * 

Bel. Her folly, I ant, id. 

Tam. Nay, but 1 am» ſerious, Major. » 2 

Hel. You are very ridiculous, Colondls.. © 

Tam. Well, well; it does, not — . FE 
' muſt be-convinced that ſhe loves me for my own ſake, 
for myſelf alone; and that, were I diveſted of every de · 
ſirable gift of fortune and of nature, and ſhe was to be 
addreſſed by fifty others. who poſſeſſed them all in the 
moſt eminent degree, ſhe. would continue n me. 
to all the reſt of mankind. | 

©. Bel. Moſt precious refinement, truly! | This isthe- 
* moſt high-flown. metaphyſics ay a, a heard 
in my liſe — picked up in one of your expeditions to 
©. the coaſt of France, I ſuppoſe No. plain Engliſu - 
1 ever dream'd f ſuch. x a whime——Love you for 

r elf for your own ſake not ſhe truly: 
How then ? 
| 6 Bel. Why, for her:own,. 6—— G5 nll? 
* am your. friend, and love you a 
Rb 3. 1 
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© a friend: And why? becauſe I am glad to have com- 
© merce with a man of talents, honour, and honeſty. 
© Let me once fee you behave hike a poltroon, or a vil- 
Ke; nya hoes apo your Cams Tebe> 
4 ! 
« Tam. I don't doubt you, Major; but if ſhe don't 
« love me for wy ewe, fake, for git as i tid, how 
© can I ever be certain that ſhe not transfer that 
e ef ein 
« For your ows 1 your, — 
Wer eee Gone 
s, that you make ſuch a rout about? 
bi your . fortune, your character, — tad 
perhaps, ſweet Calond, that” breet perkoa of your's— 
all theſe may have taken her—and habitude, and conti- 
nual jutercourfe, muſt increafe her 


Y 
2 things are your/elf: | v ov but the 


4 1. and. theſe qualities are woven into -3 
%; Vet is ipuer eve Belk bat the vichiteſs the 
„Ma- 


work, that ſtampe a walue on the piece. 
U Tam. Why, this is N 
4 jor ive pudding eves, a ww 
, pol might be chaplain to the regiment. = . 
© mony is a leap in che dark indecd, if we cannot be- 
„ er een ee e 
ae wives. * 
| > Bok Marriage in Pie, 1 grans you, and 8 
_ Von may play like a wary + [tis true. 
4 | * I'would not marry a notorious igate, nor a wo- 
11 f 2 be there is no more anfwer- 
e rr 
Fa. Fine maxims t e chem yourſelf 3 they 
won't ferve me. A fine time, indeed, to 
woman's fidelity—after marriage; a time w 
thing conſpires to render it her intereſt to deceive you! 
Ne, no; no foo paradiſe for me, Belford ! - 
Bel. A pundife is better d wilcacee's ger 
tory 
D , Belford, who comes here ?—I ſhall 
be diſcovered. — 
8 | ' - 


v4 « bt f< * AY; a -, , n ju 
* CLI *. HE . So. A 8 IS -- — * #4 VEL 2 0 


THE DEU CE I8 IN HIM: 495 


Enter Prattle. 

Prat, Gentlemen, your moſt obedient ; mighty "nh 

extremely concerned, to hear the lady's taken il——1 
was ſent for in a violent burry—had forty patients to 
rifit—refolved to fee her, however —— Major Belfard, 
I rejoice to ſee you in good health—Haxe the honour 

of knowing this gentleman ? 
{ Painting to Camper, and going up to 1 

Tam. Hum, hum ! 

Lining away from Prattle, and putting bis hand- 
* kerchief to bis face. 

Bel. An acquaintance of mine, Mr PrattleVou 
don't know him, I believe——A little hurt in the fer» 
vice—that's all. 

- „ Accidents, accidents: will me Hare leſs 

feven brought into our infirmary 7, and 
ten into the hoſpital Did vou hear, Major Belfordz 
that poor Lady Di. Racket broke her arm laſt night, 
by an overturn, ym her horſes taking fright among the 
vaſt crowd of coaches getting in at Lady Thunder's 
rout : and yeſterday morning, Sir Helter dachten, who 
is ſo — fond of driving, put out his collar- 
bone by a fall from his own coa -bax. 

Tam. Pox on his chattering! I wiſh he'd be = 

[ Apart to Belford. 

- Bed. But your fair patient, Mr Pte am 
afraid we LET you. 

Prat. Not at all; I' attend her immediat ; 
[ Going, retur m. I— Tou have got 0 of e 


in the miniſtry ? 
| Tam. Pla! | 
poor 1h : 
- Prat. Well, well—f returns. ]-Lady Sarah 
Melville brought to bed e 
— - Gentleman, ** ſervant, your very humble fer- 
vant. [L= 


el. So, the pw ton s come 
— come aeady—we fall 
and ftraw laid in the ſtreet ſhortly. ——But are not you. 
N to give her all this uncalinels? - 
„ 
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laſt— What could poſſeſs them to ſend for this block- 


7 bend? + He make her works and yoorde, He will abſo- 
3 - lutely talk her to death. | Ya 
N Bel. Oh, the puppy's in faſhion, you know. 
| Tam. It is lucky enough the did not know 


me, He's a downright he p! and any thing he 
knows might as well be publiſhed in the Daly Adver- 
tiſer. But come, for'fear of diſcovery, we had better 
decamp for the preſent. March! 


Bel. You'll expoſe yourſelf Tamper. 

Tam. Say no more. I am reſolv'd to put her affec- 
tion to the dul If ſhe's I I'm made for 
erer. Come along. |  [Goinge 

Bel. Tamper ! 2 

Tam. Oh, I am lame; I forget. ELimping. 

Bel: Lord, lord! what. a fool ſelf-Jove makes of a 


man! | — 


cr n. 


Sers, Emily's „ 
Emily, Bell, Prattle, /itting on. Sofa. 
Bell I —_—__ a-good deal recovered, 


* I am- much better than I was, thank you: 
Heigh-ho ! 
Prat. Ay, ay, I knew we ſhould be better by and 
by. Theſe little ca” Saad 66g are very common. 
17 all over the town — merely owing ta the damp 3 
'TY which relaxes the tone of 2 ole — 
£4 | ducheſs of Porcelain has had a fever on her { — e 
three weeks. Lady Teaſer's oaſe is abſolutely hyſteri - 
cal; and Lady Betty Dawdle is almoſt half i nn 
lowneſs of: ſpirits, headaches, tremblings, vain . 
and wanderings of the mind. 
Em. Pray, dir Faule, how does poor Miſs Cromp- 
ton do ? 
Prat. Never beiter, Ma'am. Ru remo» 
ved her diſorder, by preſcribing very effectually to the 
Marquis of Cranford. His intended match with Miſs 
Richman, the hundred thouſand pound fortune, wy" 
— 2 
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off; and ſo, Ma'am, Miſs Crompton is perfectly well 
again By che bye too, ſhe has another reaſon to 
rejoice: for * coufin, Miſs Dorothy, who lives with 
her, and began, you know, to grow rather old-maidiſh, 
as we ſay, 1 made a 3 — — 
er, a Lancaſhire gentleman of a great e who came 
_ to town for the Chriſtmas ; and they were marned 
at Miſs Crompton's yeſterday evening. 
Bell. Is it true, Mr Prattle, that Sir John Medley. 
is ping RR GY for the recovery of * 
ealt 
Prat. Very true, Ma'am, very true, that he's going, 
I promiſe you; but not for the recovery of bis health, 
Sir John's well enough himſelf; but his. affairs are in a 
galloping conſumption, 1 aſſure you. No leſs than two 


executions in his h I heard it for fact at Lady 
Modiſh's. Poor gentleman I have Known his chariot 
and at Arthur's till eight o'clock in the morning. He 
has had a ſad run a long time, but that laſt affair at, 
Newmarket totally undd him. Pray, ladies, have 
W 9 
Bell. Oh no. „ what is it? _* 

Prat. A terrible Lory 2 
huſband, and went off with Lord John Spri Their 
intention,. it ſeems, wad to go over to z but 
the Alderman purſued them. to Harwich, and catched 
them juſt as they were going to embark. He threaten- 
ed Lord John with a profecution: but Lord John, who 
knew the Alderman's turn, came down with a thouſand 
pounds; and fo . en and all 


is well 
Bell. | vow, Mr Prattle, you are extremely amuſing 
rat know the chit-chat of the whole town. 

Prat. Can't avoid picking up a few flight anecdotes, 
to be ſure, Ma'am— Go into the beſt houſes in town-— 
attend the firſt families in the kingdom—nobody better 
received nobody takes more care—nobody tries to give 
more ſatisfaction. 

Bell. Is there ay public news of any kind, Me 


Prattle ? 
Prat. None at all, Ma'am—except that the officers 


are moſt of them return'd from the Havannah. 1 
. i m. 
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* Em. So we hear, Sir! . 

Prat. 1 ſaw Colonel Tamper yeſterday. O, ay ] and 
Major Belford, and another gentlewan, as I came in 
here this morning. 

Bell. That was Colonel Tamper, Sir. 

Prat. That — Colonel Tamper; Ma'am ! 

Bell. Yes, Sir. 

Prat. Pardon me, Ma'am I know Colonel Tam 
very well. —That poor gentleman was ſomewhat dif- 
abled—had ſuffered a little in the wars—Colonel —_ 
per is not ſo unfortunate. 

Em. O yes, that horrid accident ! | 

Prat. What accident? | 
1 1 2 His wounds—his . you know, 

r 

Prat. Wounds, Ma'am be my word, I never 
Al, Not Why de lol leg and the fi 

e o! Wh a an at | 
of the Maren. 70 og * 

Prat. Did he? Why then, Ma'am, Pu be bold to 

fay, he is the luckieſt man in the e 


- Em. Impoſſible 1 | 
Prat. I wiſh I may die, Mam, if the Colonel-had 
ee legs and fine eyes as any man 
in the world. If he one of eack at the Havannah, 


we practitioners in phyſic ſhould be much obli 
to communicate his receipt for the benefit of 
and Chelſea hoſpitals. 

Em. — ſure that the Colonel has had no ſuch 
1 Sir? $4 

Prat. As ſure as that I am here, Ma'am I'ſfaw him 
going into the what-d'ye-call-him ambaſſador's, juſt over 
inſt my houſe, yeſterday ; and the laſt place I was at 
. this morning was Mrs Daylight's, where I heard the 

Colonel was at her route laſt n es and that every body 
thought * was b improved than Wr by | his late 


expedi- 


to him 
reenwich 
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expedition,—But, odſo! Lack-a-day, lack-a-day, lack- 
gy nouns ben fa we 9 r E 


Ak WAIT OD 


Prat. Excuſe me, ladies: I can't forbear laughing 
ha, ha, ha The gentleman in t'other room, Colonel 
Tamper! ha, ha, ha find the Colonel had a 
mind to pay a viſit in maſquerade, this morning 1 
ſpoke to * Belford I thought I knew his friend 
not ſpeak to me. Upon my word, he did it very 
i Sa is BER As utation 
mg ! hal. 
Em. Bell. Ha! ha! ba! a 
f [Looking at each other, and ing to —_ 
Prat. Ha! ha! ha! comical ! Ha! ha! ha 
Bell. A frolic, Mr Prattle, à frolic : I think, how- 
ever, you had better not take any notice gf it abroad. 

Prat. Me! I ſhall never breathe it, dam: I am 
cloſe as oak -an abſolute free · maſon for ſecrecy 
But, Ma'am, (rij/inz), I muſt bid you good morning 
— 1 have ſeveral patients to viſit before dinner. 
Mrs Tremor, I know, will be dying with the 5 
till ſhe ſees me; and I am to meet Dr Valerian at 
Hectic's in leſs than half an hour.. | 

Em, Ring the bell, my dear—— Mr. Prattle, your 


Prat. Ladies, your very humble ſervant. I ſhall 
ſend you a cordial mixture, Ma'am, to be taken in any 
particular faintneſs, or lowneſs. of ſpirits'z and ſome 
draughts for morning and evening. Have à care of 
catching cold, be cautious in your diet, and 1 make no 
doubt but in a few days we ſhall be perfectly recovered. 
Ladies, your ſervant : Your moſt obedient, very 
humble ſervant. MF * 45 b [Exit. 
| 1 he ladies ot for me time nt. 
Bell. ( After a pauſe.) Siſter Emily = 

Em. Siſter Bell! a . 

FF mar What d' ye think of Colonel Tamper now, 

er ' FSA N ; * + 42) 
Eu. Why, I am fo provoked, and ſo pleaſed ; fo ar- 

gry⸗ 
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gry, and fo diyertod ; that I don't know whether I 1 
Dol be ny or out of humour, at this 

Bell. No!——Is it poſſible you can have fo little ſpirits? 
This tattling apothecary well this fine ſtory at every 
r lover of 
mine had atrempted to put ſuch an impudent deceit upon 
me, I would never ſee his face again. 

r 
would not be quite ſo violent. 

Beil. but I ſhould. - What! to come here 
— — _— and heaven 
knows what, merely to try the extent of his power over 
you.—* To gratify his inordinate vanity, in caſe you 
* ſhould retarp your affection for him; or to reproach 

you for your weakneſs and infidelity, if you could cot 

« reconcile yourſelf to him on that ſuppoſition.” 
Em. It is abominably * I own; and yet, 
. ago, but I would 


Bell, it is not a quarter 
have parted with half — do hve made it cer 
wein the chere was a in the ſtory. 


- Bell. Well, ee extra · 
ordinary ſenſe, as they are called, that ws not in ſom 
 maftances a greater fool than the reſt of mankind. - 
Sm. After all, Bell, I muſt conſeſs that this ſtrata- 
convinced me or the infirmity of my temper. This 
uppoſed accident began to make work with me. 
© Bei. 1 faw that plain enough. I 


and diſintereſted paſſion, ſiſter, would come to, 
a is i * an affront, I would 


et this is ſo flagrant 
2 — way or other; 1 would not 
marry him thefe ſeven years 
puniſhing myſelf, fiſter. 


Bolle We err. 


Beil. We muſt 
for a bright ee mow, we churming favemion 10 
torment him! 
+ Bon. Oh, as to that matter, I ſhould be glad to have 
ſome comical revenge on him with all my heart. 
Eater Servant. 

aw Captain Johnſon, Ma'am. 

Dm. Dehre him to wulk up. L Beis Servant.]- Tam 
fi to ſee any company err diſcovery will do 


me 
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me more good, I believe, than all Mr Prattle's cordial 
mixtures, as he calls them. ay | 


Ball. Oh, you're in charming ſpirits, ſiſter ut 
Captain Johnſon ! yau abound in the military, Captains, 


Colonels, and Majors,” by wholeſale : Who is Captain 
Johnſon, pray ? MAS! 

Em. Only the name that . tho 
Belleiſle lady you ſaw this morning goes %; | 

Bell. Oh, fifter, the luckieſt thought in the world 
ſuch an uſe to make of this lady. * 

Em. What d' ye mean ? 

Bell. Captain Johnſon ſhall be Colonel Tamper's ri- 
val, ſiſter MG 

Em. Huſh! here the is. 

Enter Mademoiſelle Florival. 


ſiſter. | * 
Bell. J have heard your ſtory, Madam, and take part 
in your misfortunes. ä a 
Flo. I am infinitely obliged both to you and to that 
lady, Madam. a : 

Em. Oh! Madam, I have been extremely ill ſince 
you was here this morning, and terrified almoſt beyond 
imagination. 

Flo. I am very ſorry to hear it; may I aſk what has 
alarmed you ? 

Em. It is ſo ridiculous, I ſcarce know how to tell 


ou. 
q Bell. Then I will. You muſt know, Ma'am, that 
my ſiſter was engaged to an officer, who went out on a 
late military expedition. He is juſt returned, but is 
come home with the conceit that ever filled the 
brain of a lover. He took it into his head to try my 
ſiſter's faith by pretending to be maimed and wounded, 
and has actually viſited her this morning in a counter- 
feit character. We have juſt now detected the impoſi- 
tion, and want your aſſiſtanee to be pleaſantly revenged 


on him. | 
Flo. I cannot bring myſelf to be an advocate for the 
lady's cruelty ——But' you may both command me in 
any thing. | 
En. There is no cruelty in the caſe; I fear I am 
Vor. I. Cc gone 
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1 that. As you are, 3 — 
ſmart young gentleman, my ſiſter has 


ed to make you the inſtrument of exciting Calo. 

nel Tamper's jealouſy, by your perſonating the cha- 

* a ſuppoſed rival. Was not that your device, 
er 

Bell. It was z and if this lady will come into it, and 
you pla your part well, we'll teaſe the wiſe Colonel, 
and make him ſick of his rogueries, I warrant you. 

n ane cok, 
and remember when I ſhould have joined in ſuch a fro- 
lic with pleaſure. At preſent, I fear I am ſcarce mi. 
treſs enough of my temper, to maintain my character 
with any tolerable humour. However, I ſummon 
ws ſpirits, and do my beſt to oblige you. 

Bell. Oh, you will have but little to do The bu- 
fineſs will lie Siet on your hands, Emily Vou muſt 
be moſt intolerably provoking. If you do but irri- 
— him ſufficiently, we have charming 1 W with 

m. 
| Em. Never fear me, Bell; Mr Prattle's intel 
bas given me ſpirits equal to any DO Is 
it is but a tri 1 hall earce be able to fee him limp- 
ing about without laughing. 
1 . Enter Servant. | 
Serv. Colonel Tamper, Madam, 
| * Show him in ! [Exit Servant. J— Now, la- 
ies 
Bell. Now, ſiſter Work him heartily ; cut him to 
the bone, I charge you. If you ſhow him the leaſt 
mercy, are no woman. 
10 Enter Colonel Tamper. 

Tam. This it is to have new ſervants ! not at home, 
indeed A pack of blockheads, to think of denying 
my Emily to me. I knew the poor dear ſoul was a 
- little out of order indeed—but—— (ſeeing Florival)—1 
beg pardon, Madam ! — cy 0s AR 
pay. 

Beil. Oh, this gentleman is a IKE friend of my 
fiſter's—— he's let in at any time. 

Tam. Hum! | [Difordered. 

Em. I did not * to ſee you return ſo ſoon, Sir! 


Tam. 


— 
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Tam. No——I believe I am come ſomewhat unex- 
pectedly indeed, Madam 

En. If your return had not been ſo extremely preci- 
pitate, Sir, I ſhoule have ſent you a meſſage on pur · 
poſe to prevent your giving yourſelf that trouble. , 

Tam. Madam! a meſſage! for what reaſon ? 

Em. Becauſe I am otherwiſe engaged. k 
[With indifference. 
Tam. Engaged? I don't apprehend you, Madam 

Em. No? you are extremely dull then; don't you 
ſee I have company ?—Was you at the opera laſt night, 
Captain Johnſon ? [ Coguetting with Florival. 

Tam. I am thunderſtruck.— Madam Miſs Emily 
— Madam ! + 

Em. Sir !—Colonel Tamper !—Sir ! 

Tam. I fay, Madam 

Em. Sir! | 

Tam. Sdeath! I have not power to ſpeak to her. 
This ſtrange and ſudden alteration in your behaviour, 
Madam— | AL 

Em. Alteration ! none at all, Sir: the change is on 
your fide, not mine. I'll be judged by this gentleman. 
— Captain Johnſon, here's a miniature of the Colonel, 
which he ſat for juſt before he went abroad done by 
a good hand, and reckoned a ſtriking likeneſs —Did 
you ever ſee a poor creature ſo altered? ; 

[ Giving a bracelet. 

Fh. Why, really, Madam, there is, I muſt own, a 
very viſible difference at preſent. That black ribband 
(looking by turns on the picture and Colonel Tamper) 
makes a total eclipſe of the brilliancy of this right eye— 
and then, the irregular motion of the leg gives ſuch a 
twiſt to the reſt of the body, that — 8 

Tam. Sir! — But it is to you I addreſs myſelf at 
preſent, Madam. was once — and fooliſſi e- 
nough to imagine that you had a trul | 
and ſenſible and — myſelf that it 2 
ing ſhaken by abſence, or affected by events. How 
have I been deceived ! I find, that 4 

Em. Pardon me, Sir, I never deceived: you: —nay, 
you ſee that I diſdained the thought of deceiving you 
even for a day. Out of reſpe& to our late mutual at- 
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tachment, I am reſolved to deal openly with you. Ty 
a word, then, every thing between us muſt now be at 
an end. 

Tam. Confuſion !——Erery thing at an end! and 
can you, you, Emily, have the courage to tell me ſo? 

Em. Why not? Come, come, Colonel Tamper, va- 
nity is your blind-ſide. 

Tam. Zounds, Madam ! 

Em. Don't be in a paſſion Do but conſider the 
matter calmly ; and, though it may rather be diſpleaſ- 
ing, yet when you have duly weighed all circumſtances, 
W eee eee 

ncer 

Tan. I ſhall run mad—Is it poſſible, Emily. 
Sincerity do you call this ?—Diffimulation—damn'd 
diſſimulation. 

Em. Have patience, Sir! The loſs of your whole 
fortune would have been trifling to me? But how can 1 
reconcile myſelf to this mangling of your figure.—Let 
me turn the tables on you for a moment—fuppoſe now, 
Colonel, that I had been ſo unfortunate as to have loſt 
a leg and an eye, ſhould you, d' ye think, have retain · 
ed your affection inviolable for me? 

Tam. Falſe, falſe woman !— Have a care, Emily! 
have a care, I ſay, or you'll deſtroy your fame and hap- 
pineſs for ever.—Confider what you are doing, ere you 
make a final reſolution — You'll repent your inconſtancy, 
I tell you beforchand—upon my ſoul, you will—Yov'll 
have more reaſos to repent 22 than you can poſſibly 


ine. 

Pom. Why will you oblige me now to ſay ſhocking 
things to —_ It goes againſt me to tell you ſo, but I 
can't even ſee you now without horror; nay, was 1 
even, from a vain point of honour, to adhere to my en- 
gagem ements with you, I could never conquer my di; 

would be a moſt unnatural connection. Wou' not 
its Captain Johnſon ? 

Tam. Hell! *8death ! confuſion ! How ſteadily ſhe 
perſiſts i in her perfidy! Madam! Madam! fhall 


Em, What would you ſay, Sir ? 
. Tam. 


. * - 
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Tam. Tell me urn ed tell me nn, Have not 
you received the addreſſes of that 

Em. He has. honoured me with them, e 
and every circumſtance is ſo much in his favour, that I 
— — objection to him, but my un- 
fortunate engagements to you———But, ſince your ill 
fortune has invincibly divorced. us from each other, I 
think I em it Abeityed — 

Tam. Matchleſs confidence Mighty well, Madam ! 
— It is not then the misfortunes that have befallen me, 
but the charms you have found in that gentleman, which 
have altered your inclination. 

Flo. Well, Sir H and what then, Sir? Thelady, I pre- 
ſume, is not included, like an old manſion-houſe, in the 
rent - roll of your eſtate, or the inventory of your goods 
and chattels. * I hope, is {till her own pro- 
— 2 r 

elſe, jut as he pleaſes. | 

* ou are a villain, Sir —Withdraw ! 

Bell. Oh, heavens! here will be murder Don't irs. | 
]. beg you, Sir. 

Flo. O never fear me, Madam; [ack not fork a. pol- 
troon as to contend with that gentleman———Do you 
think I would ſet my e See we. 
blind man, and a cripnle? 

Tam. Follow me, Sir; ll foon teach. you to. uſe 
your-own le 

Flo. Oh, the ſturdy beggar !: dür your ſtumps, and. 
degone; here's nothing for. you, fellow! | 

Tam. Villain! 

Flo. Poor man! 

Tam. Scoundrel ! 

Flo. Prithee man, don't epeſe. yourſelf. 

Tam, Puppy 

Fils. Poor wretch! 

Em. What, quarrel before- ladies? Oh, for ſhame, 
Colonel! 

Tam. This is beyond all ſufferance. I 
no longer — Know, then, Madam, (7e Emily) to: 
your utter confuſion, I am not that mangled thing which 
you imagine me — You may fee, Madam —— 

8 his — 
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IF | Em. Bell. Flo. Ha, ha, ha, ha! A 
1 [Laughing violently. 
= Em. 2 
x Your caſe is truly curious, Sir ;—and atteſted by three 
2 Lr „ 
in the public papers? 

| Tam. Madam! iedam 

Flo. I think the ſtory would make a - ger Uh 
Philoſophical Tranſactions. | 

Tam. Sir! 

Bell. A pretty leg, indeed——Will you dance a mi- 
nuet with me, Colonel? 

En. Your wounds are not mortal, I hope, Colonel ? 

Tam. No, Madam! my perſon, I thank Heaven, is 
aut unburt - have my legs, both legs, Madam; and 
I will uſe them to tranſport me as far as poſſible from 
fo falſe a woman—1 have my eyes, too my eyes, Ma- 
dam— but they ſhall never look on you again, but as 
the moſt faithleſs and ungrateful of your ſex. 

Eu. If I'm not ſ d how he could act it ſo well! 
Pray let us ſee you do it over again, Colonel How 
was 1 eh t Miniching) . hip-hop, like Prince 
Volſcius, I think. 

Tam. I took that method, Madam, to try your truth, 
conftancy, and affection. I have found you void of all 
— ities, and ſhall have reaſon to rejoice at the ef- 
fect of my experiment as long as I live. 

Em. If you meant to ſeparate yourſelf from me, you 
have indeed taken an excellent method. And a mighty 
proof you have given of your own affection, In- 
ſtead of returning, after an anxious abſence, with joy 
into my preſence, to come home with a low and mean 
ſuſpicion, with a narrow y of mind, when the 
frankneſs and generofity of my behaviour ought to have 
engaged you to repoſe the moſt unlimited confidence 
ih me. 

Tam. The event, Madam, has but too well warranted 

my experiment. 

— £m. And fhall juſtify it, Sir, ſtill more: for here, 
before your face, I give my hand to this gentleman ; 
ſolemnly declaring, that it ſhall never be in your power 
to Giffolve the connection formed between us. 


Tam. 
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Tam. As to you, Madam, your infidelity be your 
puniſhment. But that gentleman ſhall hear from me. 

Flo. I defy you, Sir! 

Em. Nothing farther remains between us leave 
me, Sur! - 

Tam. I am gone, Madam! and ſo help me heaven, 
never, never to return —— __ [CGaing. 
94 H ——— 22 2 Hold, Tam 

Be ow ! going in a on ?— per— 
All in confuſion !— thought ſo— and came to ſet mat - 
ters to rights a | 

Flo. Wins o 1 ſee! Major Belford ! jor Bel- 
ford! oh! Faints. 

Belf. Ha, _ name, and fainting ! What can this 
mean? [ Runs and takes her in hirarms.] By heavens, 
a woman! May I hope that —— Hold, ſhe recovers— 
It is, it is ſhe ! my dear Florival herſelf! and we ſhall 
ſtill be happy. 

Tam. Belford's Belleiſle lady, as I live —My rival 
a woman! I begin to feel myſelf very ridiculous. 

Belf: What wonder, my love, has e you i- 
ther, and in this habit? 

Flo. Oh, Sir, I have a long ſtory to relate. At pre- 
ſent let it ſuffice to ſay, — that lady's brother has 
been the nobleſt of friends to me; andahe herſelf this 
morning generoully vouchſafed to * me under her 
protection. 

Belf. I am bound to them for ever. At my return I 
found letters from your father, who, ſuppoſing you was 
in England with me, wrote to acquaint me that he was 
inconſolable for your loſs, and that he would conſent to 
our union if I would but affure him that you was fafe 


and well. The next poſt ſhall acquaint him of our 
ood fortune. Well, Tamper, am not I a lucky fel- 
wo? 


Tam. Oh, Belford !\——I am the moſt miſerable dog 

in the world. maſk, If 
Belf. What, you have dropp'd your I ſee— 
you're on your own legs again—lI met Prattle in the 
ſtreet — He ſtopt his chariot to ſpeak to me-about you, 
and I found that he had blown you vs and diſcovered 
to 
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to the ladies that you was returned quite unhurt from 
the Havannah. 

Tam. Did that coxcomb betray me? That accounts 
— Emily's . Major, I am ruined 

redemption— I have behaved moſt extravagantly,. 
— N Emily. I ſhall never be able to 
look them in the face | 

_ 8 2 1 "a this. Did not I tell you that 
elf confoundedly ? However, 

— you———my Flonval ſhall be an 
advocate for you; and I make no doubt but „Fee 
be taken into favour again. | 

Em. Does he deſerve it, Major ? 

Belf. Why, Madam, I can't ſay much for him—or 
myſelf — faith We muſt: rely entirely on your 

Flo. He's a true. penitent, I ſee, Madam; and I'll 
rig for it, he loves you to exceſs.—Nay, look on 

Em. Was it well done, Colonel, to cheriſh a mean, 
diſtruſt of me? to trifle with the partiality I had ſhown 
to you; and to endeavour to give me pain, merely to 
ſecure a poor triumph over my weakneſs to yourſelf 

Tam. I am aſhamed to anſwer you. 

Bell. Aſhamed ! and ſo you well may indeed. 

Tam. I ſee my abſurdity—all I wiſh is to be laughed: 
at, and forgiven. 

Belf. — reaſonable requeſt, Come, Madam, 
pity the poor fellow, 2 gra- 
ces again. 

Fe. Let us prevail on you, dear Madam. 

Em. Well—now I ſee he is moſt heartily mortified, 
I am. half inclined to pity him. 

_ 1 Emily . 1 is * 

c o, you provoking wretch ! more n you 
deſerve. . 11.4 Fl 3 
Tam. It ſhall be the future ſtudy of my life to de- 
eee n—[ Kiſſing her hand. ]—Belford, I give 
Madam to Florival} I. have behayed ſo ill 
to you, 7 ſcarce know how to give you joy as I ought. 
Bel. Come, come, no more of this at preſent—Now 
we have on all fides ratified the preliminaries, let us _— 
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the definitive treaty as ſoon as we can—We have been 


two lucky fellows, Tamper—I have been fortunate in 


finding my miſtreſs, and you as fortunate in not loſing 
our's. | 

, Tam. So we have, Belford: and I wiſh brave 
officer in his Majeſty's ſervice had ſecured to himſelf 
ſuch comfortable winter-quarters as we have, after a 
glorious campaign. 


THE 


THE 
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PEEP INTO THE SER AGLIO. 


IN TWO ACTS. 


DramaTtis PERSONA, 


Turks, 0 : 
Ofmyn, chief of the Eunuchs, Mr Wilder. Mr Hollingſworth, 
WOMEN, 
Etmira, 0 + Miſs Scrace. Mrs Mountford. 


Tſmena, . . Mrs 3 Miſs Kirby. 
alana, an Engliſh Slave, Mrs Daly. Mrs Bulky. 


err 


SCENE, An apartment in the Seraglio, a Throne in 
manner of a Couch, with a Canopy ; on the front of 
auhich is an Eſcutcheon fixed, with the Ottoman Arms 

. crowned with Feathers ; in the Back ſcene, the Sultan's 
Door covered with a Curtain. 


Enter Os urn and Elmira, 


Os ux. 
ELL me, what right have you to be diſcon- 
tented? 
El. When firſt I came within theſe walls, I found 
myſel d 
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myſelf a ſlave; and the thoughts of being ſhut up for 
ever here, terrified me to death: my tears flowed inceſ- 
ſantly; Solyman was moved with them, and ſolemnly 
promiſed to reſtore me to my liberty, my parents, and 
my country. 

Of. And yet when the Sultan agreed to ſend you 
3 you did not avail yourſelf of his ge · 
ne . * 

Rl. i but his munificence, and above all the 
tenderneſs and love he expreſſed to me fince, have re- 
conciled me to this place, and I vainly. thought my 
charms could have attach'd him to me. | 

Of. Why then complain? You ftill poſſeſs his heart. 
Already you have been twice honour'd with the impe- 
rial handkerchief. 

El. His heart! does not this place contain a hundred 
beauties who equally ſhare his love? Tell the Sultan 
I'm determin'd, and ready to accept the firſt opportu- 
nity of returning to my friends and country. 

% I ſhall procure you an anſwer this morning—But, 
hark ! the Sultan approaches. . [Exit Elmira. 

[The Curtain is drawn, and the Sultan enters, prece- 

ded by Mutes, &c. A grand March played. 

Sul. Oſmyn. | 

Of. The humbleſt of your flaves attends. 

[ Bows to the ground. 

Sul. My friend, quit this ſtyle of ſervitude ; I am 
weary of it. | 

Of. And of the ſeraglio too, Sir? 

. Sul. It even is ſo—and yet, upon refle&ion, I can- 
not tell why, unleſs that, having been accuſtom'd to the 


noiſe of camps and the buſineſs of war, I know not 


how to reliſh pleaſures, which, though varied, 


inſipid, through the eaſe and tranquillity with el a 


they are attained. Vour voice uſed to charm me. 
| Oſmyn ings. | 
Behold yonder zephyr how lightly it blows, 
And copying of lovers it ne'er ſeeks repoſe, 
But flies to the pink, to the lily, the roſe, 
Careſſing each flower of the garden and grove. 
Then {till let your pleaſure variety crown, | 
Mongſt 


312 THE SULTAN. 


Mongſt the different beauties that rove up and dow®? 
Court the charms of the fair, of the black, of the brown, 
They're the flowers thatembelliſh the garden of love. 

Sul. I have often told you I am not touch'd with 
mere careſſing machines, who are taught to love or fear 
by intereſt. 

% And yet your highneſs muſt confeſs, your ſer- 
vant has neglected nothing perfectly to content, parti- 
cularly in one _ he procur'd you. 

Sal. Who is that? 

= The Circaſſian beauty—the Sultana Elmira. 

ul. And truly ſhe poſſeſſes all the charms that ean 
adorn her ſex. F 
You thought ſo once. 

Sul. Once! 1 think ſo ſtill. 

% Indeed! 

Su/. Poſitively— hy ſhould you doubt it ? 

Of. Your word is my law. But, Sir, there is a mat- 
ter I muſt acquaint you with: I cannot manage the ſe- 
raglio; and, by the beard of Heli, I would rather quit 
the helm I can no longer guide. That Engliſh ſlave 
lately brought here is quite ungovernable ; ſhe is ſure to - 
do every thing ſhe is id ; ſhe makes a joke of our 
threats, and anſwers our moſt ſerious admonitions with 
a laugh: beſides, ſhe is at variance with the reſt of the 
women, and ſhews them ſuch an example, that I cannot 
longer rule them. : 

Sul. That is your buſineſs— will have them all agree 
How do you call her ? 

Of. Since ſhe has been here, we have called her Rox- 


14. 

. Sul. Well—you muſt endeavour to bring her to rea- 
on. 
% Shall the Sultana Elmira throw herſelf at your 

highneſs's feet then? 

Sul. Let her come—And, do you hear, Oſmyn, go 
to the apartment of that Perſian ſlave you ſpoke of ye- 
ſterday, ſhe that ſings ſo well, and ſend her hither. 

Of. will, moſt ſublime Sultan. [Exit Oſmyn. 

Enter Almira. She hneels. © 

Sul. I know before-hand that you come to upbraid 
me—— We have not met ſo often lately as our mutual 
inclinations 
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inclinations wou'd have made r but don't ar- 
tribute that to coldnefs which has been the unavoidable 
eee of alfaire—the buſinels of the D . 
ken-up ſo much of my time. 

. BY 125 Peel ts cen; fo e 
b impritite> on my hiatt, that you are 


to my mi 


Sul — Nay, dear Elmira, I have not the 
leaſt doubt 
El. He fem gy Sond like this robe whid I 


915 


3 leafe him! 
0h, ge Bl you love mufice—T live 

an —- ; who ie ein gs wc 
Af ſhe unfwers the deſcription, ſhe wilt you en- 
tertainment. 8 

EL I want e yotir com- 
pany ſuffices for 

Sul. — 2 


Enter if 
If. (kneeling) Your ſlave attends pleaſure. 
42 tan males @ fipn to A yon who bring 
| tabo fools; and beckon Elmira to fit. 
EI. This is an honour T did not 
[Toting ber feat. 


Ifmena' /fngs. 
Bleſt hero, who in peace and war 
Triumph alike, and raiſe our wonder: 
In peace the ſhafts of love you bear, 
In war the bolts of Jove's own thunder. 
bil Iſmena nge, Solyman tate; Elmira's han 
$47. Beautiful Ileus, methought that ſong did not 
ſo well expreſs the effects of love——Madam,' (7 EI 
mira) we will hear her again—T never heard any thi 
of — voice is exquiſite What do you 
er 
EI. If ſhe hears all this, twill make her vain—T . 
not bear all this I am ready to burſt with 2 
and anger 
Sul. There is ſomething in this ſlave N. intereſts me 
in her favour; ſhe ſhall be received among the Sultana's 
attendants, and by that means we ſhall have an 
tunity of hearing her often Turning, perceives Elmira 
Vor. . I gone. J 
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hg -]-—But where's the Sultana? I did not perceiye 
nn her, An. and endeavour to 


1 Ofen. 

, I come ta tell your Highneſa, * caper no tt 
that Feel dave ; he ſays, ſuch things, * ors 

ngs, tha 

_ Why, what is't ſhe does? ' +"I0z 

, She mimics 3 and mimics you too. 

25 Aae is bot Spes be Mes 1 

vice 18 upon er en atte t 
S it, the * a ſinging and h 10 
2 da P: wok pero Gt to correct he 
ou taxe in too o — 
Se | ok indeed a fin ROSIE S n 15 

% She has the — of the devil : but juſt now 
I threatened to complain to. you. of her, ſhe ſaid ſhe 
would complain of me; and here the comes. 

Enter Roxalapa. | 

Sul. How now! 

. Rox. Well, heaven be prais 10 d, at leaſt ; =p fome- 
thing like 'a human Pda You are, Sir, I ſuppoſe, 
the ſublime Sultan, whoſe ſlave I have the honour to be: 
if ſo, pray oblige me ſo far, as to drive from your pre- 
ſence that horrid ugly creature there; for he ſhocks my 
fight.—(To Oſmyn)}—Do you hear, go. 

Sul. (gravely); They complain, "76 LY of your 
irreverent behaviour; ; you muſt learn to treat the offi- 
cers of our Seraglio, whom we have ſet over you, with 
more deferenee All in this place honour their ſuperiors, 
and obey in filence. 

Rox. In filence !—and obey! Is this a ſample of 
your Turkiſh gallantry—You muſt be vaſtly lov'd in- 
deed, if you addreſs women in that ſtrain. _ 

Sul. Conſider you are not now in your own country. 

Nox. No indeed; you make me feel the difference ſe- 

here reigns eaſe, content, and liberty ; every 
citizen is. himſelf a king, where the king is himſelf a ci- 
tizen. | 

Sul. Have a hamour more gentle and pliable ; I ad- 
vile you to alter your behaviour for very good reaſons 


x # 


4 
: 


THE SULTAN. 315 
and it is for your : there are rigorous la in 
the Seraglio for — are __— — 

Nox. Upon my word you have made a very aclicate 


ſpeech, * I admire the gravity with which it was uts 
tered. ; 

Sul. Roxalana, I am ſerious, 2 

% What does your, Highneſs think now? Did I 


tell you the — 2 

' Rox. Oh, whiſpering What is it that ne 2D) 

— that what-do-you«call-him, that good-for-nothing am» 
hibious animal, who follows us like ſheep here, and is 

for ever watching us with his' frightful glaring eyes, as 

if he would devour uss this the confidence! of your 

pleaſures—the guardian of our chaſtity?—-T muft do 

him the juſtice to confeſs, that if yon give him na 

for makin himſelf hated, he certainly does not bh 

wa We can't * one —_ but 


by, 1 ſuppoſe 
light to ue; 9 
ſhould 


rain men upon us; and Ft it id, "th = bleſſing. 


we've been long wiſhing for. 

Of There now; don't ſhe go on at a Gone rate? 
Rox, Don't mind that ugly creature, but liſten. to 
me If you follow my coun 42 
compliſh'd prince — I wiſh to make you W l 
your . be taken down—let the doors of th 
Seraglio be thrown - open—let- inclination alone keep 


your women within it; and inſtead of that ugly odious 


creature there, ſend a handſome ſmart young officer to 
us every Ag one that will treat us like ladies, and 
lay out the pleaſure of the day. 


White he it Soaking 2 admires. - 


Sul. (to: Olav) Did you ever ſee ſo expreſſive a 


countenance—( To Rox.) Have you any more to lay ? 
Rox. Yes, Sir, this To deſire you will not mind 
him, but attend to me Men were not born to ad- 
viſe the 2 is expreſsly the contrary We women 
have certainly ten thouſand times more ſenſe Men, in- 
deed 1—— Men were born for no other purpoſe under 
heaven, but to amuſe us; and he who | heme 4 . 
perfectly anſwers the _ 7 hs creation--——Now 
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farewell. rer 
per haps he tempted to 

"Oe Dj ee hes de ike Bir fle ale 


to 
# 2 r it amuſin 


W e euer ane in the er 
* — eee 8, 


K. "Tis a 
F 


＋ | 
4. it.— * t 
J 12 „for wy is ic 7 he har b T 
Riſhment, at a flaye in ſo extraordinary 
ne — the more I think of it, — 
| is the she's not handſome, that 
. 
e 4 — more maicke—yct, me I bave 


— 


mind to fift Roxalana's character; mere curioſity, and 
ge» pink of capri Tt is the firſt — — tt this 

A and ? 
— to me farther Iere cam be a6 
doe bo det my with eee 1 

Ne enter Oſmyn. | 

1 Bed m gef Wy 
meſſage ! vn 
2 where the has Lock d herſelf in. 

Sel W 
did ſhe ſay? 

” Treaſure of li , faid I h the key-hole, 
I come from the ublime Sultan, to kiſs the duſt be- 
neath your feet, and to deſire you will come and drink 
Herbet Laich him. She anſwer'd through the key-hole, 
Go tell your maſter, I have no duſt on my feet, and 1 
Got like ſnerbet. 

Sal. In effe&, Oſnryn, the fault is your's ; yon took 
— 4 as you commonly do ——You ſnould have 
ſome time—don't you owe her reſpeR ? 

"gf And ater, wou'd you have her come n 
ul. Perhaps I would. 0 
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. Shall 1 fetch the Sultana EImira too??? 
Ful. What's the meaning of this, Oſmyn? I tellyou | 3 
once mode, * nn 
curtain moves, 


Of: wo iet that meddies with the great, curtain. 
ul. Who is it lifts that portal there? | 
a coming from bebind.) "Tis IJ. 
ou! and how dare you take that liberty; - 
% Ay, how dare you !— Don't you know tis death 
for e enter ſhare but the Sultan, without * con f 
Sul. rar come ; Lorem gy with the ew 
ſtoms of the Seraglio ; ſo let it Roxalana, I beg 
your pardon—lI am afraid he has diſturb'd you ,now. 
Rox. Oh, it is only what I expected You Turks 
are not reckoned very palite — In my country, a gal- i 
lant waits upon a ae. ; but the n different | 
find 


here I 
[Sultan Gr, dr th , es it down. 
er eee. 
Sul. Hose this —— — inſolence go ſo far 2 
Of. What do you command, Sir? f 1 1 
Sul. Silence! 1 
Rox. What! angry. bafoce. a man! I'm quite 
aſham'd of you. 
Sul. This is not to be ſuffer'd-—and * yet there s ſome- 
thing ſo foolifh in it too Come hither, Roxalana, I 
want to ſpeak to you. 
Rax. No, Labenk yours, I am very well where I am. | 
Sul. Tell me then, is it in this light manner women 
behave in England ? | 
820 Aud _— 0d. for. Ay 
ul, And {ſuppoſe I wou once na- | 
tional vivacity, . would it make you more ag your the- : 
fature ?—— Come, give. me your hand; and you may. | 
imagine I have forgot all you have faid to me. 
Rox. So much for you. I told ou a great 
many good things; 1 ſee my frankneſs is dilagrecable 3. 
but you muſt grow us d to it. Don't* you think your-- 
ſelf very happy to find a friend in a fave ? one that — , 
teach you how to love too; for 'tis in my country love 6 
is in its element. It is there all life and tenderneſs, be- 
„ D d 3. cauſe 
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- cauſe it is free; and yet even there, a huſband belov'd 
is nent to a If it be then ſo difficult to love 
a huſband, what mult it be to love a maſter? I am your 
friend; I tell you truth: and do you know why you 
diſlike to hear it ?—becauſe it is a language your ears 

are unaccuſtom'd to—-But I don't mind that; I ſhall 
make you well acquainted with it— would it be 
8 bad they a friend near them to tell them 


Sul. But you muſt treat me with reſpoct. 
=> [treat you with refpet |—that would be worſe 
Sul. Indeed! 

Rox. Oh, your notions e ect 
19 Correct me !—In what, pray ? 

| Rox. In what concerns you. 

Sul. She is the ſtrangeſt mortal ſure ! But let's have 
no more of this. 

Rox. Nay, though you don't take my leſſons as pa- 
tiently as I could wiſh, I hope you are not diſpleas'd 
with me. I ſhould be forry to offend 

2 You may eaſily avoid it then. 

Rox. It will be nothing in time. 
- Sub. Why, won won't you conſider who I am, and who 
are ? 
* Who I am, and who you are! Yes, Sir, I do 
conſider very well that you are the Grand Sultan ; I am 
your ſlave ; bat I am alfo a free-born woman, prouder 
oF thet that all the pomp andfylendour eaſtern monnrche 
can beſtow. 
Sul. As far as I can perorive then, you would be very 
Flad to get away from me. 7 
Rox. Tot never were more right in your life. 
GE but if I endeavour to render the 
agreeable to you if I ſtudy to — —— 
ene 
* 

Sul. Do you fpenk that fipcerely ? 

Rox. As I think it. 4-4 
Ful. Alen yet there is foracthing that whiſhere We- 

Rox. Don't „ TS ro it deceives gre 


ty l for while they teach 


1 
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Ful. And muſt I 1 — 

Sul. In caprice . 
in the mean time | 

Rox. No—I * be excus'd—T'd rather not. 

Sul. Why ſo— tis an honour that you ought —— 
ought ta 


— to accept your 
ſuppers here tend to certain—things that I can't in· 
deed, Sir. 

Sul. Well, as you pleaſe. 

Rox. That is very well ſaid ; you are my pupil, you 
know, and ſhould give up every point to me ; and ace 
that is the caſe, 1 of my upping with you, you 
ſhall dine with me. 

Sul. With all my beart—he it fo.———Ofeyat 

Enter Oſmyn. 

Sul. Oſmyn—— 

Rox. Ofner » I ſay, hear m * is 
I am to f —— Go to the of the kitchen, and 
defire him to provide a. handſome entertainment in my 
. as the Sultan dines with me. | 

TS your Highneſs order - 

uh What do you ftand for? — you. 

—— 


» Rox. Are there not ſome females here that 


well; her company muſt be agreeable ; and the 
C e eee 


whom you love a little. 


Sul. Yes—but —— 

Rox. I underſtand will have her too. 

Sul. It is not we'll be alone. Neal | 

Rox. Alone—a tete-a-tete would be a great ure | 
to be ſure !—oh no. 

Sul. I promiſe you I expo it. 

Enter Oſmyn. 
07 Madam, your orders are obey d. 


Sul. 
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| Sul. Go to Elmira's apartment, and tell her I ſhall 
ſee her this eventug. This evening, do you hear? 
Rox. I don't like that whiſpering there — What's 
that 8 know I 3 often 2 of chat 

ly tri 
. — 9 come to her—go. 

Kox. Stay, I ſay ; I have ſome buſineſs with you. 

Sul. Stay !—Certainly there never was 'dny thing half 
ſo pleaſant as this creature. [xi 

Rox. Go, Oſmyn, to the apartments of the Sultana 
Elmira, and to the chamber of the flave Iſmena, and tell 
them to come and dine with the Sultan-—If you neglect 
IA my orders, 5 our head ſhall anſwer for it 

o you hear, don't let on you came from me 

with this invitation—Take care of your. head. (Exit. 


ny gy 1. | 


Banquet; Ce. 


Euter RoxALANG. 

Rox. Pong worn oye me ug 54 OE 

 £ my own hands, there ſhall ſoon; be a refor- 
mation in this place, I warrant. Hey, day! What have 
we got here ?—Cuſhions! what, do they. think we are 
going t6 prayers? let me die but I believe it is their 
dinner: What, do they mean to make me fit ſquat like 
a baboon, and tear my meat with my fingers ?—Take 
away all this trumpery, and let us have tables and chairs, 
knives and forks, and diſhes and plates, like Chriſtians 
End d' ye hear, left the beſt part of the entertainment 
ſhould: be wanting, get us ſome wine. (Mutes /ift up their 
hands.) Mercy on us, what a wonder ! I tell you, wine 
muſt be had. If there is none here, go to the Mufty; he 
is a good fellow, and has ſome. good wine, I warrant 
him: let the chureh alone to take care of themſelves ; . - 
they. are too good judges of more ſolid things, not to be 
provided with them. (Things are removed, and table, Cs. 
brought on.) Oh, here come ſome of my gueſts ——TI'll. 
Ride. L — 
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Euter Elmira and Oſmyn. 


. It is i unpoſfble—A. pretty thing truly, ſhe is b 
diſpute the Sultan's heart with me ! 


Of. I tell you, — — og 
it requires the art and caution to counteract it. 
. Fe Gy my pe fend: ne le 

» MI. ſure i 
and all the god eee "= 


appear] ] 
4; Da and hel? w. 2 Geeeed, 
Rox. Take this locket, Olmya, 1nd be dure pou ek 


ill of all my rivals. _ 2 
hawever, Madam, 
1 705 K. t offer — bea heart x and as 


, and in. f 


Tock, wil maintain my richie, und cane ve ate | 


"IC By e locke. Holloa | ho mats there? | 


r Oſmyn. 
699445 ad Signiar e come bere, 
2 „ yay may 
depend on ue. 7 


Rox. Go. [Exit Ofrayn.] - Eknira, I don't intend 
to difpute the Sultan's heart with you; and; to prove 
it, you muſt know that it was I invited you to dine with 
r „ 


opportunity. 

El, Is it poſlible | x 
Enter Sultan on one fide, Timena and Ota on the other, 

Rox. Slaves, bring the dinner. 

Sul. What do I fee ? Iimena and Elmira too! 

Rox. What is the matter, Sir? 

Sul. I thought you wou'd have been alone. 

Rox. Not when good company is to be had— Come, 
falute the ladies (he bows. Ama mt 2h 
his head:) there now. Ladies, my gueſt is u little 
_ — he'll 1 — con | 

J Indeed, Roxalana, lengths. 

Sul. Let her alone, hh OC 

Rox, Well, let's be ſeated—1 am to do the honours. 

12 But what is all this? I never ſaw any thing like 
it before. - 


Rox. 


a — a 0 
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Rox, Where ſhould you Come (Enter Carver with 
'@ long knife.) Who is that ? what org okay 
Joy want? F 

6 4 It in an ere 41 5 

The grand carver! I Fey he came 00 cut 

off our heads Pray, Mr Carver, be ſo good as to carve 
yourſelf away. Come, — cut up that, and help 
the Sultan. The ladies of my country always carve. 

Sul. Why, I think this cuſtom is much better than 
ours.—(To the Carver) We ſhall have no occaſion for 
oo Come, ſome wine. L 75 15 dF: 

Sul. Wine !—— : | 
* Dinner is nothing without wine bring it here, 


| 

Of. Muſt 1 touch the horrible potion ? ( Takes the botrlr 
between the ſhirt of bis robe.) There it is. > 
Rox. W yn, e remard for e ſervices, 
you ſhall kave the fd of the by | 
WE - 1 drink the bed bevenge —1 wo km tr 
believer, a rigid Muſſulman 1-- ie Wes 


Rox. (to the Sultan.) Sir, he „ me. 
Sul. Drink, as. you. are ordered. 


obey'd. 
Rox. aan hold Pals there—Elmir il 's 
and the Sultan's 1 you 

Ful. Nay, pray diſpenſe with me. 

Rox. Diſpenſe with you, Sir? why hou'd we dif. 
penſe with you? Oh, I underftand you— perhaps you 
don't chooſe ' thole gentlemen hou fee. you—T will 
ſoon turn. them off—Gentlemen, you may go: we ſhall 
have no occaſion for you, I believe. Come, ladies, talk 
a little—if you don't talk, you muſt ſing . Iſmena, 
oblige us with a ſong.—(Aſ/teF the fonge) Coma) Sir, 
J inſiſt upon your drinking. ü 

Sul. I muſt do as you bid me (bande 

Rox. That's clever. 6 

Sul. (Afide.) How extraordinary is the conduct of 
this creature, endeaveuring thus to diſplay ao accom- 


f * * * 


—_ 
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ee e - but, in every thing ſhe is * 
uperior—l can, reſt no longer. 
; Gives the handkerchief to Rozalana- 
Rox. To me! Oh, no——TIſmena, tis your's; the, 
Sultan gives it as a, reward for the pleaſure you __ 
5 him with your charming ſong. 
[ Giver the bandberebief to > Lg 
EL. ( Faints.) Oh I 
Ful. (Snatching the handierehief from Iſmena, , ives it 
to Elmira.) Elmira ! *tis your's——look up, 
EI. Oh, Sir! Recovering.) 
Sul. (e Roxalana.) For vou, out of m Tete auda-, 


_ cious! Let her be taken away immediately, 


to the rank of the loweſt ſlave. [Exit Roxalana guarded. — 1 
But ſhe ſhall be puniſhed, Madam, and you ſufficiently 
reveng'd. 

El. I do not wiſh it; in your love all my deſires are 
accompliſh'd. 

Sul. If we chaſtiſe her, it muſt bn n, Go, order 
her to be brought hither, | 

El. What is your deſign, Sir? 

Sul. I would, before "= face, repair the injuſtice I 
was gol $1 to do you; excite her envy ; and, rendering 
her puniſhment complete, leave her an everlaſting jea - 
louſy. | 

El, I beſeech you, think no more of her. th 

Sul. Pardon me, I think Soon TI her be 
brought hither, I ſay. 

1 Sir, they have not had time to put, on her ſlave's 
it yet. 

Sul No matter feteh * as ſhe i is; and now, 
Elmira, let our endearments be redoubl'd in her ſight. 

El. Is that neceſſary, Sir? _- 

Sul. Oh, it will ber. I know it will gall her— 
We feel our misfortunes with tenfold anguiſh, when we 
compare what we are, with what we might have been. 

El. It will have no effect; ſhe is a giddy creature — 
her gaiety is her all. 

Sul. No, no, the contrary; that's the thing chat 
ſtrikes me in Roxalana's character. Through what you 
call her frivolous  gatety, candour and good ſenſe ſhine 


ſo a parent. 
4 El 


924 THE SUETAN. | 
E. There's an end oft, if you juſtify her. | Proudjy. 

Sul. I juſtify her! 1 Lena ed 
ly be eonvire'd I mean to make her feel the utmoſt ri. 


| Here ſhe comes—ſhe's in aMfiftion ; and her 2 

27 1 to hide a humiliated countenance, 
0 Roxalana. pproach—Elmira, have you deter- 

min'd how you will diſpbſe of her? 2 


KL I not add to whit fhe ſuffers t 
Sul. How that ſentiment charts me ? Indeed; El- 


wira, I bluſh to think that fo unworthy'an' ob d 
have been able for a moment to ſt e me 8 res, 
even to make me forget your ſu merit; but I am 
now your's for ever and ever. 8 

Rox. Ha, ha, ha! : | 


Sal. Death and hell! ſhe lar N 

Rox. Ha, ha, ha! *Tis involuntary, I affure you; 
therefore, pray forgive me: I beg your pardon. 

Sul. Tis impudence beyond ing; but I want 
to ng meaning wh | 
Rox. meaning is plain, and any body may ſee 
with half an ey you don't love Elms. 

Sul. Who love'then ? | 

Rox. Me. 5 * 

Sul. You are the object of my anger. 

Rox. That don't fignify, love and anger often go to- 
gether ; I am the object of your anger, becauſe I treat 
you with the fincerity of a friend : but, with your High- 
2 permiſſion, I ſhall take myſelf away this moment 

r ever. 

Sul. Go, then, and prefer infamy to grandeur, 

Rox. 1 will inſtantly get out of your ſublime preſence. 

| | Going. 

Sul. No, you ſhan't go—Elmira, do you with — 
[7 Elmira.) Were I to give way to my tranſports, 

ſkould make you feel the weight of my difpleaſure ; 
but I frame excuſes for you that you ſcorn to make for 
yourſelf —What, deſpiſe my favours! inſult my conde- 
ſcenfion!—Sure, you can't be ſenſible of your own folly! 
Proceed, go on, continue to enrage your too indul - 
gent maſter. . 

Rox. 


Ro Re 


- 
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Rox. You are my maſter, it is true; but could the 
robber that ſold me to you for a thouſand chequins, 
transfer my mind and inclinations to you along with my 
perſon? No, Sir, let it never be ſaid, that the great Sow 
jyman meanly triumph'd over the perſon of the ſlave, 
whoſe mind he could not ſubdue. | 

Sul. Tell me who you are; what ſpecies of inconſiſt- 


ent being, at once fo trifling and reſpectable, that you 


ſeduce my heart while you teach me my duty ? 

Rox. I am nothing but a poor ſlave, who is your 
friend. $3: 

Sul. Be ſtill my friend, my miſtreſs 3 for hitherto I 
have known only flatterers. I here devote myſelf to 
you, and the whole empire ſhall pay you homage. 

** But, pray, tell me then, by what title am I to go- 
vern here? | 

Sul. By what title ? I don't underſtand you—Come, 
come, no more of this affected coyneſs and diſſembling. 
I ſee, I know you love me. | 

Rox. As Sol „I do, but not as emperor of the 
Turks—nor will I ever conſent to aſcend his bed at 
night, at whoſe feet I muſt fall in the morning. 

Sul. If it depended upon me, Roxalana, I ſwear by 
our holy prophet, that I ſhould be happy in calling you 
my queen. 2 f To 

Rox. That's a poor excuſe Had the man I lov'd 
but a cottage, I would gladly partake it with him ; 
would ſoothe his vexations, and ſoften his cares: but 
were he maſter of a throne, I ſhould expect to ſhare it 
with him, or he has no love for me. | 
2 Or if you will wait, perhaps time will bring it 

out. 

Rox. Wait, indeed? No, Sir !—Your wife, or hum · 
ble ſervant My reſolution is fix d —fix your s. 

Sul. But an emperor of the Turks | 

Rox. May do as he pleaſes, and ſhould be deſpotic 
ſometimes on the ſide of reaſon and virtue. | 

Sul, Then there is our law 

Rox. Which is monſtrous and abſurd. 

Sul. The mufti, the vizirs, and the agaz—— 

Rox. Are your flaves—Set them a good example. 

Sul. Beſides, what would the people fay ? 


Rox. 
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"Rox. Tho peoplet—are they to govern you? Wiebe 
8 prevent your being 
per world be to foe you raiſe to the throne 
ad can: ——_—y ; and would love you NT 
2 — Sh ſhe interpoſe in of the 
unfortunate, relieve the diſtreſſed by her munificence, 
and diffuſe happineſs through the palace, ſhe would be 
admir'd—ſhe would be ador\d —ſhe'd be like the queen 
of the GTX 

Sal. It is 


your romiſe for liberty to depart. 
Rox. Is that the caſe ?—Let then the firſt inſtance of 


be to give her hberty—let the gates of 
o be —.— open. 
2 — the ſhall go in a manner 
maile to her rank. [Exit Oſmyn. 
Oſmyn returns. 

Of. Sir, the dwarfs and botanges your highneſs had 
Sul. Let them come in—— This day is devoted to 
feſtivity ; and you who announce my deeree, proclaim 
to the world, that the Sultana Roxalana reigns the un- 

rivall'd er of our diadem. 
here's an end of my oſſiee Who would have 
thought, that a little cock d-up noſe would have over- 
turned the cuſtoms of a mighty empire! 
Sul. Now, my Roxalana, let the world obſerve by 
thy exaltation, the wonderful - diſpenſation of providence, 
which evinces, that 


The liberal mind, by no diſtinction bound, 
Thro' Nature's glaſs looks all the world around ; 
Would all that's beautiful together join, 

And find perfection in a mind like thine. 
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The pit, alive to every comic ſtroke, 
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Written by Mr» A#ixctox ; and ſpoken. by her after 
performing Roxalana, at the 'Theatre- Royal, Crow- 
Strect, Dublin, 1778. 


ORD, how I tretnblte ! every atom ſhaking. 
What ! ſpeak an Epilogue of my own making! 

A taſk for me—preſumptuous and abſurd— 
But I have promis'd, and muſt keep my word. 
Yes, I did promiſe, with a ſolemn face, 
T' addreſs patrons here, and ſne for grace; 
For your paſt favours had fo warm'd — 
thought to tell them needed little art. 
How vain the thought! for, pondering day and night, 
I found, tho' Lmight ſpeak, I cou'd not write. 
Diſtreſs'd, to Garrick then I fly for aid: 
You can aſſiſt me, Sir, for wit's your trade, 
When of your epilogues I ſpeak a line, 
Each ſide box cries, Oh charming, vaſtly fine, c 
Is quite delightful, monſtrouſly divine! 


With laughter loud anticipates the joke : 

All but the modern fop, to feeling dead, 

With heart of adamant, and brains of lead, 
Languvid and lifeleſs, lolling, yawns, takes ſnuff; 
And cries, As gad's my judge tis flimſy ſtuff. 
Heaven knows I monſtrouſly abhor a play, 

It's a vile here hat dragg'd me here to day? 
Dear lady Mary, how can you attend? h | 
Will Garrick's nonſenſe never have an end? | 
Not fo, Sir Mac, who juſt has croſs'd the Tweed, 
Cries, Vary weel, ridiculous indeed ! 


The cheeld has parts; ah, he'd been muckle keen, | 
If bred at Glaſcow, or at Aberdeen ! | 

Sir Paddy ſays, My jewel, that's mighty pretty: | 
Faith Garrick, you were once in Dublin city; [ 


% In ſweet ſmock-alley you have cut a figure, 

* Oh, you'd be great, were you a little | cn 

Thus vations, parties, all in this agree, 

And humour's palm, oh Garriek ! yield to thee :. 5 

Then, good Sir, ſcribble ſomething new for me. 

To Garrick thus in flattering ſtrains I ſue, 

But all in vain, nor prayers nor flattery do. 

Since thus obdurate, all their aid refuſe, 

I, a mere novice, - muſt invoke the muſe. 

Oh wou'd immortal Shakeſpeare's Must of mt, 

Heave in his breaſt, each k:ad/ing thought inſpire 3 * 
Ee 2 
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Or eov'd I mount on the Mzonian wing, 

Or chant ſuch ſongs as Ra?TVUR'D Seraphs ſing; 
Te you my kind prutectors wou'd I raiſe 
My fulleſt, loudeſt, warmeſt notes of praiſe : 
The great, the brave, the fair, who now appear 
In bright array to grace this circle here, 

My muſe to lateſt ages ſbonld proclaim, | 
Their worth record, and conſecrate their fame; 
While gratitude on RAPTUROUS pinion ſoars, 
And echoes loud the virtues ſhe adores. 
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PART L 'y 


Scenes I. Damon, Lava. 


NGoTATEFUL Damon! Is it eome to this? 
Are theſe the i 

No er hope, vain 
Content neꝰ er W neglected love. 
e 5 
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Damon. 


Conſider, fair, the ever- reſtleſs pow 
Shifts with the breeze, and _ Kae the hour: 


Above reſtraint, he ſcorns a g d al 
And on his ta plumes vie oth th rambling got. a 


You ſay at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 


And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair ; 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know. we of angels I meant it in joke. 
I next: ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove : 
I have lik'd you a twelyemonth, a Calendar year; 
And not yet'contented?— Have conſcience, my dear. 
RECITATIVE. 
To-day Dametas gave a rural treat, 
And I once more more my choſen friends muſt meet. 


_ Farewel, ſweet damſel; and remember this, 


Dull repetition I -dendens alt our blifs. e 
Scans II. Lavka. 


Where baleful cypreſs forms a gloomy ſhade, 
And yelling ſpectres haunt the . lade, 
Unknown to all, my loneſome ſteps I'll bend: 
There weep my —_ rue my fate attend. - 


Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender dart: 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know, the faked. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view ; 
Vanity, her aid ſuppl 2 
Bids us think tis ale 
Softer than the vernal ä 
Is the mild deceitful ſtrain; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſplæaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 
Seon, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reft hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 
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Scens III. Damon and ſeveral oo Se | 


Damon. 
In mirth and paſtime ev'ry hour employ, | 


Loſt is the day that is not ſpent in joy; 


Here ftrew your roſes, here your chaplets — 
And liſten, neighbours, —_—_— [ ſing.” 
A 


Puſh about the briſk bowl, *twill enliven the heart, 7 


While thus we fit round on the graſs; ' © 
The lover who talks of his ſuff*rings — ſmart, 
bai 55 
The wretch who ſits watching his "gotten 2 
And wiſhes to add to che mals; os pelh 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 0 
The beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds ,in his glaſs, ' | 
And thinks with grimace t0 ſubdue all the fair, 4 
May juſtly be reckon'd an aſs. 62 
The merchant from climate to'climate will roam. 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; + 
And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
— 2 of an ox on an aſs. — 
e la o grave, when he puts in 
With forehead wel- cover d with braſs ; pln 


Though he talk to no ſe, he pockets 3 8 


There you, my friend, are the aſs: 
The formal phyfician, who knows ev'ry il, 
Shall laſt. be produe'd in this claſs : 
The ſick man a while may conſide in-his ſkill; 
But death proves the doctor an afs. F 
Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take the bottle and laſs ; 
For he who his pleaſures puts off for a day, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs... — HZ 


Scene IV. Sram: Mitten 


Paitzmon, 
Indeed, Paſtora, ſpite of all you ſay, 
I muſt this very inſtant haſte away 
ou 


3% THE CHAPLET. 


Vou think ry flame's extinguiſh'd quite, I know, - 
NEE r b 


Pas ron A. 
Perfidious bo I know tis Sylvia's charms. 
That tear Palzmon from theſe circling arms z. 


But ſoon, — ſome other wiſer youth 
May learn to ſet due value on my truth. 
Who'er the youth — pe 
o'er may be w 8 
He has m bee wich « heart. 
— my Paſtora; no longer your ſwain, 
Quite ſick of his can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain ;- 
My heart leaps with joy to-be free once again. 
Sing tol derol. 
I'll live like the birds, thoſe ſweet- tenants of- May, 
Who always are ſportful, who always are 
How der their ſonnets they card all Fay | 
Their love is but. frolie,. their courtſhip but play. 
Sing tol derol.. 
If truck by a beauty they ne'er ſaw hefore, 
In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore : 
She Vields to intreaty ; and when the fits oer, 
"Tis ar . 
| Sing tol derol, brit. 
Paeroasa. 
Iafokivg boy! I'll tear him from my mind: 
Ah, wou'd my fortune cou'd a huſband find] 
And juſt in time young Damon comes this way, 
A handſome youth-be is, and rich, they fay. 


| Scans V. Dawon, Ns roa. 


£ 


| Damon. 
Vouchſafe, ſweet maid, to hear a wretched bates; 
Who, loſt in wonder, hugs the pleaſing chain: 
For you in ſighs I hail the riſing day; 
To you at eye I fing the love - ſick lay: 
Then take, my love, my homage as your due- | 
The den in hr if all this won't do. [ Afides 


AIR 
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Dau o. 

Beauteous maid, reward my paſſion, 

Crown with hopes my fierce deſire. 

H Be . 88 
Soon to yield, is not the faſhion; 
Maids ſome i 


Tedious courtſhip damps all pleaſure, 
By this melting kiſs, I ſwear. 
SHE. 
Now ou're rude beyond all meaſure ; 
V "again, Sir, if you dare. 
*. 
Where yon bagk the willows cover, 
We will ſhun the heat of day: 
Sun. 
You're in too much haſte, young lover, 
For the prieſt _— the . 


Wasn N TY 


None but fools wou'd. marry now: 
Prieſts the free-born mind would fetter; 
We will meet without a vow. 
PasToORA. 


Away, falſe man, no more your tale I'll hear 1 ov 7 


The black attempt offends my rigid ear: 
The j Joys L taſte ſhall be without a crime; #4 


I'll ne*er be fooP'd by man——a ſecond time. | 


Damon. 
If fo, farewel, I'll other regions 
My gen'rous mind difdains the darin tye: 
Lovers, like warriors, oft repulſes meet; 
Yet both undaunted their attacks repeat. 
SAS - 7 Sth 
Hr 
From flow'r to flaw'r, his joy to des 
Flits yonder wanton bee 
From fair to fair thus will I Mey 
And I'll be ever free. 


* 
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Sus. 
Von little birds attentive view, | ; 
That hop from tree to tree; | 
P'll copy them, I'll copy you, 
— Lu be ever = 
H. 
While tempeſts ſhade the nodding grove, 
And plough the foaming ſea ; 
While hawks purſue the flying dove ; 
So long will I be free. 
Till on the buſh the ly roms 
on the t 
Till flocks forfake the 
Till from the rocks burſt forth the roſe, 
You'll find me blyth and free. 
Born. 
Then let's divide to eaſt and weſt, 
Since we ſhall ne'er n 
And try who 


8 [Exeunt. 


rng 
Sczens I. Lava 


| AIX. 
HAT med cine can ſoften che boſomꝰ * ſmart? 
What Lethe can baniſh the wg 

What cure can be met with to ſoothe the fond heart, 

That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain ? 
In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 

The ſports of the wake and the | green! 
When Colin is dancing, I fay with I figh, 

Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the my moon the ſoft nightingales moan,, 


In accents ſo piercing and clear ; 
You ay not ſo ſweetly, 1 cry Ky a . 
en my dear on was here. 


land of willow my temples ſhall ſhade ; 
"= d pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove:. 
For there to her coſt was poor Laura betray'd, 
And Daman pretended to leve. [CExit.. 


SCENE 


* 
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A charming conſort would have fill'd theſe arms, 
Had I but yielded to Paſtora's charms ; | 
How bleſs'd would then have been my future life, 
PRE - _ to 3 g wife! 

Yet in her coin the n 

And all her ſchemes of wit eG | 

Then haſte ta Laura, that much injur'd fair, | 
And ſnatch her from the jaws of black deſpair. [Exi, | 


Scens III. Pas ros. 


. ; 
In vain I try my ev'ry art, | 
Nor can I fix a ſingle heart; | 
Yet Pm not old or ugly : 
Let me conſult my faithful glaſs ; 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks 1 look full ſmugly. 
Yet, bleſs'd with all theſe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palzmon fled theſe arms, 
That wild unthinking rover; 
Hope, ſilly maids, as ſoon to bind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 
As fix à rambling lover. 
But, hamper'd in the marriage · nooſe, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot: 
Like madmen how they rave and ſtare! 
A while they ſhake their chains and ſu ear, 
And then lie down in quiet. 


Scene IV. Ty her Damon, 


Once more I come to hear what you decree ; 
Yet ere you paſs your N liſt to me. 
A R. 


33S 


Declare, my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond fuit miſcarry ? - 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 
Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry : 


With 
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With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 
Tho' charms and wit aflail, 
The ftroke I well can. and ply 
I tove to kiſs, and toy an Plays 
But do not chooſe to 
Young Molly of the dale 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry; 
_ Becauſe, when they had toy'd 4 kiſs'd, - 
Tube fooliſh ſwain wou'd marry. 
Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
8 I to the grave will carry : 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs, and play; 1 
But hang me if I marry. 
Pas ron. 
Dare you avow, falſe youth, your lawleſs flame ? 
Think » not to tempt me to a deed of ſhame. - 
Damon. 
t Say, have you aſk'd your never-conquer'd heart, 
q How many years it may reſiſt the dart? 
' For long attacks the ftrongeſt fortreſs waſte, 
| And Troy ſtood ten years ſiege, but fell at laſt, 
3: PaSTORA. 
14 Vainly you hope my virtuous heart to move z 
| I know your * intent, and ſcorn your love. 
Damon. 
Turn, turn your eyes to yonder conſcious ſhade ; 
| There a young ſhepherd met a haughty maid : 
* I be pines that hang o'er yonder duſky dell, 
1 The babbling pines, a tale of ſcandal tell; 
1. And tattling willows to the plains proclaim, 
1 Palemon was the happy lover's name. 
Ha ! do you ſtart?Paſtora, fam'd for truth 
And rigid virtue, claſp'd a blooming youth; 
And, laying every ſterner thought aſide, 
Indulg'd her pleaſure, and forgot her pride. 
PasTORA. 
Diſaſtrous fate! how could he hear the tale? { A/ide. 
You've loft all hopes, and now begin to rail. 


"ms 


ScCexE 
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Scens V. To them Lava. | 
A 1. ö 
How unhappy's the nymph od): os | 


Damon. 
1 ſee the kues determine I ſhall wed | 
wo nymphs are ready to bed. 
Which- ſhall I chooſe 2 b 
And Laura ſparkles like the morning-ſtar. 
PasToORA, (2 — 
Come, there are hopes; now, Venus, lend each grace, 
And with betwitching beauties arm my face. 
Damon. 
eng deen 
my goddeſſes ſtandin 
us puzzled you aris One — | 
Can I judge the — of either, 14 
Where both bear ſo equal a ſway? 
Pas ros. 
Conſider my wit and condition, 
Conſider my perſon likewiſe ; 
I never was ug'd to petition, - 
But prithee make uſe of your . 
-  Lavra 
No merit I plead but my paſſion, 
* I were needleſs to mention your vaw 3 
RefleR, with a little compaſſion, 
On what this poor boſom feels now. 
Damon. 
Some genius direct me, or demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong — | 
[Aſter ſome pauſe. 
You're part of the goods of Palemon, * 
I give you to whom you belong. 
ale d — arg ra 
18] ging wretc ! with rage m on . 
Can he — a nettle to a roſe 2 : glo 
A IN 
4 habe that my perſon is charming, 


Beyond what a clown can diſcover | 
Vor. I. F That 


i —— — , 
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That dowdy your ſenſes alarming, 
8 what a blind thing is a lover. 
quit the dull plains fon the city, 
Where beauty is fallow'd by merit: 
Your taſte, ſimple Damom, I pity; 
Your wit who wauld wiſh to inherit? 
Perhaps you may think you ex me 
And that I — — 
The loſs af one lover cat ven me, 
| 1 me another. 
yr a; I affure you; 
How odious they look, I oh Trans em 
I wil yow much joy af your fury, 
My rage into pieces could tear em. [ Exit. 
"SCENE the [aſh Dau. 


To thee, kind nymph; as- to- offended heav'n, 
T own my faults. and ſue to be forgiv/n ; 
Then, gentle Laura, clear my paſt offence, 
Repentance is ally d to iĩnnocence. 
LUNA. 
Think not a rigid judge your faults arraigns, 
My tender boſom teels for all your pains ; 
In thoſe ſad hours, when te the fecret grove 
T told my pangs af inauſpicious love; 
My only pray'r was once again to ſee 
The lovely author of my 
Again to claſp- him to my beating breaſt ; 
The gods have heard my vows; and Laura's bleſt, - 
NON. 
AIR 
Contented all day, I will fit at your fide, 
Where poplars far-ſtretching &er-arch the cool tide ; 
And while the' clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend" in their | 
Laure. 
While you are but by me, no danger I fear. 
Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blyth kids, now your gambols may pleaſe; 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at cafe. 


Dax 
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; Damon. 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 

The wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain, till he make you a wife; 
For he who loves truly, will take yun for life. 

| LUA. 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the fair, 
"Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin affiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend. 

Born. 

For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd, 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found: 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
To preſerve in their age what they gain'd in their youth. 
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ö K 
Written by a Friend. 


T2 long has Farce, neglecting Nature's laws, 
Debas'd the Rags, an wrong d the comic cauſe; 
To raiſe a laugh has been her ſole pretence, 
Tho? dearly pumhas'd at the price of ſenſe. 
This child of fdly gain'd increaſe with time: 
Fit for the place, ſucceeded Pantomime ; 
Reviv'd her honours, join'd her motley band, 
And ſong and law conceit o'er-ran the land. 
More gen'rous views inform our author's breaſt; 


From real life his chatacters are dreſt. 


He 
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He ſecks to truce the paſſions of mankind; - 
And while he ſperes the perſon, paints the mind. 
In pleaſing contraſt he attempts to ſhow 
The vap'ring bully, and the fribbling beau: 
Cowards zſtke; that full of martial ks 
And this 4s tender as the fitk he wears. 
Proud to divert, not anxious for renown; 
Oft has the bard eſſay u to the town, 
_ Your full applauſe out-paid his lictle art; 
He doafts no merit, but Yr heart. 
Pronounce your doom, / patiently ſubmit, -. 
Ye ſovereign judges of all works of wit! 

To you the ore is 2 lifeleſs maſs; ' ; 
You give the ſtamp, an the coin may paſt. 
Now whether judgment prompt you to forgive, . 
Whether you did this trifling lies; 
Or with a frown ſhould fend the ſchly thing 


To fleep whole ages under dulneſs' wing ; 
Jo your known candour. we. will-always truſt, , 
You never were, nur can you be, unjuſt. 


* 


ern 
Sczux E, A Street. — 
Enter Captain LouziT:and Porr. 


0 CarTAin.,. + 
T eee be, wine 
P if IL can get noi L ner, WIN 
become of me? x 

Puff. And me tooy.. Sir—You-: muſt * conſider I am a 
marry'd man, and can't bear fatigue as 1 have done. 
But pray, Sir, why did you leave the army fo abruptly, 
and not give me-time to fill my with .common » 
neceſſaries? Half a ddzen ſhirts, and your. regimentals, 
are my whole . ; | 

Capt. I was wild: to get away; and as ſoon. as I ob- 
tained my leave of abſence, I thought every moment an 
age till I return'd to the place where I firſt ſaw this 
young, charming, innocent, bewitching creature. 

Puff. With n thouſand· pounds for her fortune — 
ſtrong mati ves, I muſt confeſs. And. now, Sir, as 
you are pleaſed to ſay you muſt depend upon my care 
e — a juſt right * 

13 e 


z 
* 
- 
. 
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be acquainted with the-particulars of your paſſion, that 
I may be the better enabled to ſerve you. 

Capt. You ſhall have em. When I left the uni- 
© verſity, which is now ſeven months ſince, my father, 
© who loves his money better than his ſon, . 1 would 
© not ſettle a farthing upon — . 

* Puff. Mine did ſo by me, Sir | 

© Capt. Purchas'd me a pair of ends at, my own 
© requeſt; but before I join d the regiment, which was 
going abroad, I took a ramble into the country with 
a fellow collegian, to fee a relation of his who lived in 
Berkſhire. ——- 44 

« Puff. —— A. party of pleaſure, I ſuppoſe.” . 

* Capt. During a ſhort ſtay there, I came _ 
with this young creature: ſhe was juſt come 
C dendag- L and tho? ſhe had all the ſimplicit —— 
* of her age and the country, yet it was mx'd with ſuch 

* ſenſible xixacity, that I took fire at once —— 

* Puff. I was tinder myſelf at your age. But pray, 
© Sir, did you take fire before-you — of her fortune? 

© Capt. Before, upon my honour. 

Puff. Folly and conſtitution— But on, Sir.” 

Capt. I was introduced to the family by the name of 
Rhodephil, (for fo my companion and I had ſettled it:) 
at the end of three weeks I was obliged to Gs. the 
call of honour in Flanders; but 
Pu. Your parting, to be fure, was heart · bre 
© Capt. I feel it at this inſtant. We vow'd eternal con- 
hot ſtaney „unc promis'd to take the firſt opportunity 
of n to her. I did ſo: but we — the 
„ houſe was ſhut up; and all the information, you know, 
that we could get from the neighbouring cottage was, 
that miſs and her aunt were remov'd to town, and Biv'd 
©, ſomewhere near this part of it. 

© Puff. And now we are got to the place of aQtion, 

«propoſe 44 plan of operation. 
© * Capt.” My father les in the next ſtreet, ſo I muſt 
decamp immediately for fear of diſcoveries: you are not 
known to be my fervant; ſo make what inquiries you 
can in the neighbourhood, and I ſhall wait at the inn 


for your — | 
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Puff. Vt patrol hereabouts, and examine all that paſs; 
but I've forgot the word, Sir— Miſs N | 
Capt. Be lair od, k 
Puff. A young lady WY, beauty, and-fifteen won. 
unds fortune — But Sir 
Capt. What do you ſay, Puff? 


Puff. If your honour pleaſes to conſider that I had a 


wife in . whom | left ſomewhat abruptly half- a- year 
ago, you'll think it, I believe, but decent to make ſome 
inquiry after her firſt; to be ſure, it would be ſome {mall 
conſolation to me to know whether the poor woman is 
living,” or has made away with herſelf, or——. 
Capt. Prithee don't diſtrat me; a moment's delay i is 
of the utmoſt conſequence: L muſt inſiſt upon an im- 
mediate compliance with my commands. [Exit Captain. 

Puff. The devils in theſe fiery young fellows, they 
think of nobody's wants but their.own. He does not con- 
ſider that I am fleſh and blood as well as himſelf How- 
ever, I may kill two birds at once; for I ſhan't be ſur- 
priſed if I meet my lady walking the ſtreets. But, 
who have we here ? Sure I „ eee 

Enter Jaſper from a houſe. 
Who's that ? my old' —— Jaſper 
225 What, Puff! are 

uff. My dear friend! (Ks os ho him.) Well, bs 
Jaſper, ſtill aſp and happy! Toujours le meme What 
intrigues now ?. What girls have you ruin'd, and what 
N ava ſince you and I uſed to beat up toge- 
ther, ch 

Faſ. Faith, buſineſs has been very briſk during the 
war; men — you know not that I can fay I 
ever wanted en! in the worſt 1 times—But hark 
ye, Puff—— | 

Puff. Not a 04 aloud, I am ien 

Faſ. Why, faith; I ſhould not have known you, if 
you had not ſpoke firſt; you. ſeem to be a little diſhabille 
too, as welt as incognito. Whom do you honour with 
your ſerviee now? Are you from the wars * 

Puff. Piping hot, I aſſure you; fire and ſmoke will 
tarniſh: a man that will go into ſuch ſervice as I have 
been in, will find his cloaths the "worſe for wear, 
take my word for it. But how is it with you, 1 


— 


. ˙A Res APA. cron * 4 
. 


— — 
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Jalper — — writ pane ng 
e, 

Jaſ. I don't abſolutely live, but I am moſt of my 
time there; I have, within theſe two montha, — 
to the ſervice of an old ntleman, who hired a 
table ſervant, and dreſſed as you fee, becauſe he has 
2 
Puff. Falſe appetite and ſecond c ! But, 
thee, — — — — | — 

No deſs than u virgin of fixteen, I aſſure 

3 . Oh the toothlefs ald dotard 1 — 504g 

Ja. And he mumbles and with her till his 
mouth waters ; then he chuckles he cries, and calls 
* h mn. — — 
—— ! what's that? 

— name 13 


Diddy ! What, Mi Miſs Biddy Bellair ? 


1 EN ws 
I have heard of her ; ſhe's of a pretty family, and' 
has ſome fortune, I know: But are ſettled ? is 
the marriage fix'd ? 
 Faſ. Not abſolutely 3 the girl. 1 believe, deteſts him; 
but her aunt, a very good prudent old lady, has given. 
— Bi con guage afecd meoe's : how. it will end, 
I can't tell but — 2 
Puff. —The devil! not 

Fafe That is not yet 
Puff. Who is the lad pray ? 

A ani in the dane a 
1 She has one huſband already, a ſcoundrel 
fort of a fellow that has run away from ber, and liſted 
for a ſoldier; ſo, towards the end of the. campaign, ſhe 
hopes to have a certificate he's knock do th head : if 
not, I fe, we ſhall ſettle matters another way. 

Puff. cl, ſpeed the plough——But bark ye, con- 
ſummate without the certificate if you 
yo or Br axle daoS thwo-wbe Þ- 
two years, and damnably gall'd 1 am 

Jas. Pl take your adeice; but I muſt run away to 

my maſter, who will be impatient for an anſwer to his 


webe which I kave juſt EI . 
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fo, nen Lam your moſt obedient humble ſer- 


ft And I maſt to our 2 for my arrears: if 
you have an hour to ſpare, you'll hear of me at George's, 
or the Tilt- yard Au revoir, as we ſay abroad. | Exit 
aſper.] Thus we are as civil and as falſe as our betters: 

lager and I were always the beau monde exactly; we 
ever hated one another heartily, yet always kiſs and 
ſhake hands——But now to my maſter with a headful 
of news, and a heartful of jop. [ Going, flarts. 
Angels and miniſters of grace defend me! 

It can't be! By heav'ns, it is, that fretful porcupine, 
my wife ! I can't l what ſhall I do? PI try to 


avoid her. 
Enter Tag. 
Tag It muſt be he! I'll ſwear to the rogue at amile's 
diſtance : he either has not ſeen me, or won't know me. 
If I can keep my temper, I'll try him farther. 
Pu. I ſweat I tremble—She comes upon me! 
— Pray, good Sir, if 4 be ſo bold 
Pu I have nothing for you, good Fw. don't 
trouble me. 
Tag. If your honpur 2 to look this way 
Puff. The kingdom is over - run with be I ſup- 
poſe the laſt I gave to has ſent this: but I have no more 
looſe ſilver about me; ſo, Nie, woman, don't diſturb 
me. A 
Tag. I can hold no longer. Oh you villain, - you! 
where have you been, ſcoundrel? Do you know me 
now, varlet ?_ | Seites him. 
Puff. Here, watch, watch 1 * ſhall have 
my ets pick c. 
ag. Own me this, minute, hang-dog, and confeſs 
every thing; or, by the rage of an — woman, I'II 
— the neighhourhood, ee you, and ſend. you to 
ew | 
Pu. Amazement.! what, my own dear Tag! Come 
to my arms, and let me preſs you to my heart, that 
pants for thee, and only thee, my-true and lawful wife. 
—— Now my ftars have overpaid me for the fati 
* dangers cc I have wander d * ke 


- 
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Achilles in ſearch of faithful Penelope; and the 
have brought me to this happy ſpot. [Embracerher. 

Tap. The fellow's crackt for certain! Leave your 
bombaſtic ſtuff, and tell een 
and where you have been theſe fix months, 

—— We'll reſerve my adventures for 49 

I ſhall only tell you now, that my heart 

— — ally und being in 
ted either by honour or — CI can't rel whic which) 
r 

Y 

Tap. You left me to ftarve, villam, and 
* u did ſo. a 3 

Puf. 1 F left too haſtily, I muſt confeſs; and oft - 
en has my conſcience ſtung me for it. am got into 
———— have been in ſeveral actions, gained 
fome credit by my behaviour, and _—_— returned with 


my maſter to indulge the gentler : 
Tap. Don't think to fob me — nonSenKical 
talk. What have you brought me home befides ? 
. and immederate love. 
tear 
5 Pf Temperance, or I walk of 
traitor; temperance 1 What can 
22 ourſelf? Leave me to the wide world. — 
I have been in the world too, hawt 1? 
Wi would the woman have? 
Tag. n 
ries. 
— i. *. Pm in eric 19 your lord and mater, 
Fou you ?—— Come, where doſt live? 
2 Hal got ood f Daſt go to market? 
Come, give me « Kiſe, darling, an tell me where I mall 
duty to thee. 


Pup. — We're made for ever, you ſhut you 3 
bana! Every thing confpires this day — make me 
happy. Prepare for an inundation of joy! My ma- 
fler is in love with your Miſs Biddy over 1 and — 
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and ſhe with him. I know ſhe is. courted by ſome old 
fumbler, and her aunt is not againſt the — but 
now we —— the gr Brig and the 
governor over: in pla liſh, our fortune 
is made; my maſter muſt marry the „ and the old” 
may go to the devil. 
Tag. Heyday | what's all this? 
Puff. 79 — 
us: 1 12 ur young miſtreſs, while I run to- 
Rhodophil will be wi 
her Rod her blood does — 
— — — — in a weatherglaſs, and | 
extreme hot, . and your ſband 


no politician. 

"T7 This is news indeed! I have had the place 
but a little while, and have not quite got into the ſe- 
crets of the family: but part of your ſtory is true; and 
if you bring your maſter, we mile io willing, I warrant . 

we'll be too hard for the old folks. 

Puff Fl about it ſtraight. —— But bold, Tag; I had 
—_— how does Mr Jaſper do? 

Tag. Mr hat do you mean? I—I-I— 

Puff. What! out of countenance, child? O fy! 
ſpeak plain, my dear And the certificate; when 
comes that, nch. love? 

Tag. He has ſold himſelf and turn'd eonjurer, or he 
could never have known it. . 


z 


Tag. O ho, temperance, or I walk off 
Puff. l know I am not finiſh'd yet, and fo I am ea- 
ſy ; but more thanks to my fortune than your virtue, 
Madam. 
—9 (within. ) T. —. 5 — you, Tag? 
Tag. Coming, M 9 — to 
your maſter, and I'll prepare his? — within. 
Paff. Shall I bring the certificate with me? [ Exit. 


Tag. Go, you graceleſs rogue, you richly e. 
. 


SCENE 
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de dne Scent changes to a Chanter. 


| * re « Enter Aunt and Tag. . 
. dunt. Who vas that nan hon were talking to, 


6 'T . 
Ja. A couſin of mine, Madam, that brought me 
6 — Hema nai the country. 

7 Wee 88 you with 
© her 
+ Tap. een i b fesche 
c « ancholy, Madam, 'I don't know what's come to her 

e— 

Aut. The thoughtfulneſs that &o l eps the 
© approach of n. generally e a decent 
6. 2 ' 

Tag. And do you think, Madam, a huſband of 
© threeſcore and five 

© Aunt. Hold, Tag, he proteſts to ma da. true Live 
and fifty. 

6 Tag. He is a rogue, Madam; and an old rogue, 
© which is the worſt of rogues.— 

* Aunt. Alas, youth, or age, tis all one to her; ſhe 
© is all ſimplicity without experience. I would 'not 
© force her inclinations ; but ſhe's ſo innocent ſhe won't 
© know the difference— 

6 Tag. Innocent ! ne'er truſt to that, Madam. I 
© was mnocent myſelf once ; but /ive and learn is an old 
c ſaying, and a true one. I believe, Madam, no- 
© body is more innocent — yourſelf, and a good 'maid 
you are to be ſure ; but though you rea/ly don't know 
© the difference, yet you can fancy it, I warrant you. 

* Aunt. I ſhould prefer a large jointure to a ſmall 
© one, and that's all : oy tis impoſſible that Biddy 
© ſhould have deſires; ſhe's but newly come out of the 
country, and juſt turn d. of fixteen. 

* Tag. That's a tickliſh age, Madam. I have ob- 
6 ſerv'd. ſhe does not eat, nor ſhe does not fleep ; ſhe 
* ſighs and ſhe cries, and ſhe loves moonlight: theſe, I 
© take it, are very ſtrong ſymptoms. 

* Aunt. They are very unaccountable, I muſt con- 
* feſs: but you talk from a deprav'd mind, Tag ; her's 
is ſimple and untainted. 


Tag. 
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© Tag. She'll make him a cuckold thoughorall that, 
« if you force her to marry him. 

renn with. your coarſe/ex- 
reſſions. I tell you, Ker chaſtity will be her guard, 

t her an be. what be will 

4 bro + Chaſtity ! never truſt to. that, Madam: get 

© hera uſband that's bt for her;-and I'll be bound for 
r 
rogue if I'd anſwer for my own. 4 
© Aunt, Well, Tag, the child ſhall never have rea- 
© ſon to repent of my-ſeverity. I was going before to 
* my lawyer's to about the articles of marriagez I 
© will now put a ſtop to 'e or ſome times till we can 


make er diſcoveries. * 
« Tag. Heav'n will bleſs you for your goodneſs, — | 
7 © Look where the poor bird « comes, quite mop'd and 


6 — ** ſet my pump to work, and draw 
J « ſomethi ore your return, I warrant 

© you. 2 Aunt. = There goes a miracle ; ſhe has | | 
: neither — envy, or or ill nature; and ns is near tes | | 


and a virgin.“ 
: Enter Biddy and Y 
t Bid. How unfortunate a poor am I! * not 
t tell my ſecret to any body; and if I don't, I'm undone 


—Heigh ho! [Sighs.] Pray, Tag, is my aunt gone 
6 - her lawyer about me ?—Heigh 0 P:.. 
35 What's that figh for, SES | 
I did not figh, not L—[ Sighs.] _ | . 
Tag. Nay, never gulp *em down; they are the worlt 2 
things you can ſwallow. There's ſomething in that little 
heart of your's, that ſwells it, and puffs it, and will 
U burſt it at laſt, if you don't give it vent. 
y Bid. What would you have me tell you ?—{ Sighs.] 
e Tag. Come, come, you are afraid I'll betray you; 
but you had nt, oh re ſervice 
— you little think of. 
e Bid. It is not in your power, Tag, to give me what 
1 1 want.— Sighs.] N 
Tag. Not directly, perhaps; but I may be the means | 
- of helping you to it. As, for ' example—if you ſhould 
's not like to marry the old man your aunt deſigns for you, | 
one may find a way to break 
7, Vor. I. G g Bid 


_ Hs neck, 
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e [7 
81 1 don't Cate Which, indeed, fo 1 was clear of 
him I don't think I'm ft to be marry'd. 
3 To him, — mean Von have no objection 
e man; and I applaud you for it. 
de core Mifs3 never keep it in; out with 
Bid. If you'll aſk me gay quefB ons, Tl anfwer em; 


by r of wnyfelf 3 1 ſhall bluſh if 


Ke 2 * e = 
wi Bray Simon Lo kd a " 
- Bid. Heigh bo! 

Tap. What's heigh ho, Miſe? 
— Wien Troy Is it means yes. 


ſomebody is n young hand 
hm % 7 5 2 


Bu ee if you were once his, ou'd denn | 
ao the beſt of ws ? : 
\ hol. | 
Fink Babe: ©: bes you to 
over head at once, | the pain 


a There——then re Now help me out, 
Tag, as faſt as you can, 


EEO When did yan hear from your gallant ? 
| ö 
2 


. How ſo? 

I was afraid the letters would fall FOI 
hands, ſo I would not det him write to me: but I had 
a better reafon then. 

Tag. Pray, let's hear d to 
Bid. Why, I thought if I ſhould write to bim, and 
promiſe him to love nobody dfe, and ſhould a 
change my mind, he might think I was inconftant, and 
dall me a coquette. 
Tag. What afimple innocent it is! [Afde.] And 
have rants Your mind, Miſs ? 


Bid 


4 
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Bid. Na indeods Tag, I love him the beſt of any of 


em. 


can't expe. 
parted with him, 1 grew roles oo in order to 
— I have let tg others coun, me til he return 


* Is that all, my dear? Mighty fumple,. indecds 


[ hfae. 
+5 On fon b-s fee (vis) 1 — 
and wars : he thinks he's ſure of me but RW 
him: we ſhall ſee him this aſternoon ; for he preſs'd- 
ſtrongly to come, and 1 — 32-15-19 
_ taking her afternoon's nap. 
And who is the other, pray? 
r uite another fort of a man- He eb ike: 
the world, and never fwears as Mr  Flah 
= but wears nice white gloves,. and tells me what 
ribbons become my complexion, where to ſtick my 
«©, who is the beſt milliger, where they ſell the beſt tea, 
and which is the beſt wafli for the face, and the beſt 
paſte for the hands; he is always playing with my fan, 
and ſhowing his teeth; and whenever I he pats 
me—ſa—agd. cries,. I be devil take me, Miſs Biddy, 
but you'll be my perdition—ha, haz ha! 
Oh the pretty creature! And what do you 
call bm, pray.? 

Bid. His name's-Fribble : you, ball ſee him too; for 
by miſtake,, I appointed em at the lame time: hut you 
3 | 

Ta ſuppoſe your favourite ſhould come too 
- 5x7 n 

Tag. 1 his name? N | 
- with an Rohn 1 

Ii be Nang d if it is not 
| 1 You're a witch, Tag. 

Tag. I am ſo; and I can tell your forturſe too. Look. 
me in the face. The U vou lote moſt in . 
wor 


- moment. | 
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world, will be at our houſe this afternoon : he arriv'd 
from the army this morning, and dies till he ſees you. 
- Bid. Is he come, Tag? Don't joke with me. 


Tap. Not to k u longer in ſuſpence, you muſt 
8 the fate bf > 22 * ſome unac- 
countable fate or other is my lord and maſter; he has 
juſt been with me, tald me of his maſter's arrival and 
+ Bid. Oh, my dear, dear Tag, you have put me out 
of my wits—I am all over in a flutter. —I ſhall leap out 
of my ſkin— I don't know what to do with myſelf. —1s 
he come, Lag? am ready to faint I'd give the 
world I had put on my pink and filver robings to-day. . 
Tag. I affure you, Miſs, you look charmingly. 

Big. Do I 'indeed though? I'll put a little patch 
under my left eye, and powder my hair immediately. 

Tag. We'll go to-dinner firſt, and then I'll aſſiſt 

bat -Þ 11, (Bang 
5 Dinner ! I can't eat a morſel -I don't know 
what's the matter with me my ears tingle, my heart 
beats, my face fluſhes, and I tremble every joint of me. 
I muft run in and look at myſelf in che'glaſs this 


„ 


Tag. Ves, bes ity and deeply too : © This is no 


Mot art, but Nature now performs her part, 
And ev'ry word's the language of the heart. 
Nye ACT u. 

** | Senn continues. ; 
Enter Captain Loveit, Biddy, Tag, and Puff. 
Capt. FO find you ſtill conſtant, and to arrive at 
I ſuch a critical juncture, is the height of 
fortune and happineſs. _ | | | 
Bid. Nothing ſhall force me from you; and if I am 

ſecure of your affections —— E 

Puff I'll be bound for him, Madam, and. give yo 

any ſecurity. you can aſſe. | 

: Tag. Every thing goes on to our wiſh, Sir. J juſt 


now 


* 
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now had a ſecond conference. with my old lady; and ſhe 
was ſo convinc'd by my arguments, that ſhe return d 
inſtantly to the lawyer to forbid the drawing aut of any 
writings at all; and. ſhe is determin' d never te thwart 
Miss inclingtions, ln een een 
gentleman his diſcharge at the next viſit. : 
Capt. Shall I undertake the ald dragon ? 
Tag. If we have —— d ſhall call for 
you. 
Bid. I xpe& him Ren FU tell 
you what, 2 you and. your man ſhall be lock'd 
2 eur un mne. 


Capt. Do what you pleaſe Y mew 

Bid. You muſt not be impatient tho'. : 

Capt. I can undergo any thing eb Godie zoomed: 
in view. One kiſe, and I be te mige And 
now. ſhow me the way [Exennte 

Tag. Come, . rein, de { have get you unde lock 
aud * I mall bring you to reaſon. 

Puff. Are your wedding-cloaths ready, my dave — 
The certificate's come. 


Tag. Go follow your captain, firrah-—march—Y ou - 
may thank hea'n 1 had patience to — long. 
| Exeunt Tag and Puff. 
| Re-enter Biddy. 


Bu 1 was very much aarm'd 1 two gal- 
lants ſhould come in upon us unawares; we ſhould have 
had fad work - if D had 1 find 1 love Rhodophil 
vaſtly ; for thou other ſparks flatter me more, I 
can't — the as ho \gh 


ts of 2 have buſineſs. 
toe turn my little head ; but, 
and à fig for. danger, Let 
Ido with 1 I mult. 
——— decently»; Su I ſet dem to- 
gether by the ears ?——+ The luckieſt thought in the 
world! —— Garrel, (as I rn —2 
won't.) Lean break with them for cowards, and 
juſtly diſmiſs em my e and-if they will gks, and. 
one of dem ſhould be kill'd, the other will certainly be 
hang'd or run away; and ſo I ſhall very handſomely 
nnen. 
G g 2 N 
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Euter Tag. 
r the door's double-locked, and I 
| bags key in my pocket. © 
Bid. That's pure j but have you giren them any thing 
to divert 'em? - 
Tag. —— ge ko — any old 


b is di vertin 7 himf with 

the more ſubſtantial —_— of a cold Kon. —— 
Biddy. What ſhall we do with the next that comes? 
Tag. If Mr Fribble comes firſt, I'll clap him up into 

my tore room. I ſuppoſe he is a great maker 


of marmalade himſelf, and will have an opportunity of 
— —_ critical remarks upon our paſtry and ſweet- 


7-00 Web eat Ae cones ib u go and watch 
for the other ; and as ſoon as you ſee him, run in to us, 
and pretend it is my aunt, and ſo we ſhall have an ex- 
cuſe to lock him up till we want him. 

Tag. You may depend. upon me——Here is one of 


Enter Fribble.. - 
Bid. Mr Fribble, ſerrant— - 
Frib. Miſs Biddy, your flave——T hope I have not 

come upon. you abruptly. I ſhould have waited upon 

you ſooner ; but an accident happen'd that diſcompos d 

 me"ſo, char 1 was obig d "to go home again to take 


on Tadee@ you don't look well, Oy Tag, and 
do. — F bid you. 


Tag. I will, Madam. Eeit. 
Bid. 1 have ſet my maid to watch my aunt, that we 
maym't be ſurpriſed by ten. 


:  Frib. Your prudence is equal to Your beauty, Miſs 3 
r 
de no im ent to your underſtanding 

Bid. I hate the fight of him. 22 1 was — 
I ſhould” not have had the pleaſure of ſeeing you. 
let me know what accident met wit — _ 
2 


know. 


F. Well, Io, Mig Diddy, you're rte 
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I' endeavour to muſter up what little ſpirits I 
have, and tell you the whole affair Hem But 
firſt, you muſt give me leave to make you a preſent of a 
ſmall pot of my lip-ſalve. My ſervant made it this morn- - 
ing: the ingredients are innocent, I affure you; — 
but the beſt virgin-wax, conſerve of roſes, and liy 
the. valle water. 

Bid. 1 thank you, Sir, but my lips are generally red; 
and when they an't, I bite em. 


Frib. I bite my own ſometimes, enn 8 


but this will give them a ſoftneſs, colour, and an agree - 
able moifter. Thee let me make an humble offer. 


Frib. But to return to og accident, — 
why my hand is in this condition you'll — 
cuſe the appearance of it, and be ES, 
but mere neceſſity could have fore'd me to — 
muffled before you. + 

Bid. I am very willing to excuſe any mixfortune that 
happens to you, Sir. [ Curtfiers 

Frib. You are vaſtly good, indeed=——Thuvit Was 
Hem !—You muſt know, Miſs, there id not an animal 
in the creation I have fo great an -averfion-to, as thoſe 
hackey-coach felows.——As I was coming out of my 
lodgings —ſays one of em to me, Would: your honour 

have a — in man, _— not —_—— x 
all the civili e.) IH carry you your 
Doll too, 2 for the ſame price 
Upon the maſculine beaſts about us fell a laugh- 
ing. n I turn'd round in a great paſion—Curſe 
me, ſays I, fellow, but Pl! trounce-thee. _—-And as I 
was holding out my hand in a threatening per 
thus he makes a cut at me with his whip, and, ſtri- 
king me over the nail of my little finger, it gave me 
ſuch ox e torter, that I away: and while I 


was in this condition, the mob piek'd my pocket of my 


Page, my ſeiſſars, my 36 and my 
wife. Bad 


Le — 0 * — - wo — Wa 
: . 
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4 277 Tag. 
i e the door's double-locked,” as I 
. | 
Bid. eren 
to divert *'em? - 
Tag. I have given the Captain one of your old 


to mumble ; is divertin 7 himf with 
r . paſty. 
Biday. What ſhall we do with the next that comes? 
Tag. If Mr Fribble comes firſt, I'll clap him up into 
my s fore room. I ſuppoſe he is a great maker 
of marmalade himſelf, and will have an opportunity of 
making ſome critieat remarks upon our paſtry and ſweet- 
meats. 
Bid: When one of en comes, 40 go and watch 
for the other 3/ anc u fooe- ns you: ſer him m, run in to us, 
and'pretend it is my aunt, and ſo we ſhall have an ex- 
cuſe to lock him up till we want him. 


7. You. me——Here is one of 
ag- morgan ogy 5/706 et 


Enter Fribble.. - 
Bid. Mr Fribble, your ſerrant— + 
Frib. Miſs Biddy, your flave——T hope I have not 
come upon. you abruptly. I ſhould have waited upon 
you ſooner ; but an accident happen'd that diſcompos d 
me ſo, that I was oblig'd to go home again to take 


2 Indeed you don't look well, Si G0 Tag, and 
* | 
Tag. I will, Madam. [Exit. 

Bid. I have ſet my ä that we 
mayn't be ſurpriſed by her. 
Frib. Your prudence. is equal to your heanty, Nite; 
r 
de no impeachment to your underſtanding | 
Bid. I hate the fight of him. 2 1 was afraid 
I ſhould' not have had the pleaſure of ſeeing you. Pray, 
let me know what — met with, and what's. 
ITE JR Ree nne 

ow. 

rid. Well, I vow, Miſs Diddy, you're a u. 
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'n endeavour to muſter up what little ſpirits I 

have, and tell you the whole affair. ——Hem!——But 

firſt, you muſt give me leave to make you a preſent of a 

ſmall pot of my lip-ſalve. My ſervant made it this morn- 
: the ingredients are innocent, I affure you z nothi 

but the beſt virgin-wax, conſerve of roſes, and yo 

the-valley water. 

Bid. 1 thank you, Sir, but my lips are generally reds 

and when they an't, I bite 'em. 


Frib. I bite my own ſometimes, ig ms inte; 12 


but this will give them a ſoftneſs, colour, and an agree · 
able moiſſer . Thus let me make an humble offer. 
ing at that ſhrine, where I have already facrificed my 
heart. [ Kneels, and gives the pot. 
Bid. Upon word, that's — — 
you are poſiti . 
wiſh he was out of the houſe. [ Afodes 
Frib. But to return to my accident, and the reaſon 
why my hand is in this condition you'll _ 
cuſe the appearance of it, 02 be ny, 
but mere neceſſity could have fore'd me to — — 
muffled before you. 
Bid. [ am very willing to excuſe any mixfortune that 
happens to you, Sir. [ Curtfier. 
Fri. You are vaſtly good, indes Then wee 
Hem !—You muſt know, Miſs, there is not an animal 
in the creation I have ſo great an averfion-to, as thoſe 
hackey-coach felows.——As I was coming out of my 
lodgings, —ſays one of em to me, Would: your honour 
have a coach ? No, man, — not —_— | 
all the civili e.) II carry you your 
Doll too, 2 for the ſame price 
Upon whjch the maſculine beats "about us fella laugh- 
ing n I turn'd round in a great paſſion—Curſe 
me, ſays I, fellow, but I'll trounce-thee. _—-And as I 
was holding out my hand in a threatening per 
thus he makes-a cut oma ah kis-whip, — 
king me over the nail of m — finger 
ſuch ex e torter, that I 


was in ————— elrge erwgr ct 


— my ſeiſſars, my — Og and my 
Bid. 


wife. 
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Frib. Not as moſt other wives are uſed, I aſſure you: 
all the domeſtic buſineſs will be taken of her hands; I 
ſhall make the tea, comb-the-dogs, and dreſs the chil- 
dren myſelf: ſo that, tho' I'm a commoner, Mrs Fribble 
will lead the life of a woman of quality; for ſhe will 
have nothing to do but lie b play at cards, and 
ſcold the ſervante. 

Bid. What a happ eure ſhe muſt be ! 

Frib. Do you really think ſo? Then, pray, let ae 
have a little ve talk with you Tho' my . paſſion 
is not of a long ſtanding, 1 
LentiOng—— 

Bid. Ha, ha, ha! 

Frib. Go you wild thing. (Pats * ) The devil take 
me but there is no talking to you How can you uſe _ 
me in this barbarous manner l if I had the conſtitution 
of an alderman, it would fink under my ſufferings —— 
h:oman nater can't ſupport it. | 

Bid. Why, what would you do with me, Mr Fribble. 

Frib. Well, I vow I'll heat you if you talk ſfo—— 
Don't look at me in that manner Fleſh and blood 

can't bear it I could but I won't grow indecent 

Bid. But pray, Sir, where are the verſes you were to 
write upon me? I find, if a young lady depends too much 
upon — pet as you, anne be diſ- 
appoint 

ih. I yow, the flutter I was put into this ufiernoon | 
has quite turn'd my — — they are, ihe” 

Bid. There can be no doubt ob ml. co fo 
Frib. I proteſt, Miſs, I don't like aa y— 
Look at me, and always riſe in this manner. { Shows 
ber.) But, my dear creeter, who put on your cap to- 
day ? They have made a fright of you, and it is as yel- 
low as old lady Crowfoot's neck. —— When we are 
ſettled, Pl drels your head myſelf. : 

Bid. Pray read the verſes to me, Mr. Fribble. 

Frib. I obey —— Hem! William Fribble, Eſq; 
to Miſs Bidar? Bellair greeting. | 

No ice 7 hard, ſo a8 1, 


'Till warm'd and ſoften d by 1 eye | FI 


MISS IN HER TEENS. 


And new my heart diſſolves away 

In dreams by night, in fighs by day. 

No brutal paſſion fires my breaſt, 
| Which loaths the objet when pages d, 
Dut one of harmleſs, gentle kind, 

Whoſe joys are center d—in the mind: 

Then take with me love's better part, 

His down wing, but not his dart. 

Bid. Bhs. t Fare 
„ ha, hat we very pretty — 
r 

Frib. Theſe light pieces are never fo well-eaderſdoed 
in reading as ſinging! I have ſet em myſelf, and will 
endeavour to give em you: II have an abomin- 
able cold, rr 
thang, the manners all. 

— No b g. — 2 


* | What's the — of 
Fog. Your aunt, your aunt, your aunt, Madam“ 
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CEN &: Wow * 


Bid. Oh! for hcav'n's fake, „ hide Mr Fribble, 
e are ruined. Put him into ſtore -room, this 
 Frib. Is it r 
6 a 18 

boarded, I hope # 


Tag. Indeed it is not, Sir. 2 

N tell + 30+ i Gal cenvdinly catch my 
death ! Where's my cambrick handkerchief, and my ſalts? 
I halt certainly have my hyftericks ! [Revs in wit Tag. 

Bid. In, in, in————-So now let the other come 
as ſoon as he will ; 1 did not care if I had twenty of 
r 


Re-enter Tags”: 
©: Was ny avnt ? | BA: £4 
© Tag. No, 'twas 


Flaſh, I | by the length 
© of his lde, and the cock of his hat. He'll be here 
5 this minute What ſhall we do with him ? 

© Bid. I'll manage him, I warrant you, and try his 
courage; be ſure pat 6p ety > benny; reed; 


© ſhall have 
te — 


Euter 
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Emer Flaſh 
Flaſh, Well, bloſſom, hoe Smet 1 What by toe 
a poor dog, cht the maid here? then Pee loſt 
the town, dammee! Not a ſhilling to bride the gover- 
nor ; ſhe'll ſpring u nine, and 1 d be blown te the 


Bid. Don't be afham's, Mr Flaſh: I have told Tay 
the whole affair z and ſhe's my friend, I can aſſure you. 

Flaſh. oh I he? then th won't big :I am certain. 

Afide. rs Tag, you know, I ſuppoſe, what's 
[np This young Key and I have contracted 
-ourfelves ; and fo, you peſt tan rig mal why 
we'll fix the wedding-day directiy. 

Fig — rn a 

The „Sir? Ay, Sir, the 'wads 
My dear Captain don'tmake/fuch a noifey 
you'll wake my aunt. 

Flaſh. And ſuppoſe I did, child, n 

Bid. $he'd be frighten'd out of her wt. 

Flaſb. At me, Miſs? frigirten'd at me? Tout as con- 
traire, I aſſure you; you —— che child; I 
have Souls reaſon to believe am not quite ſo ſhocking. 

[Aerea 

Tas. Indeed, Sir, you flatter 12 pray, 
Sir, what are your pretenſionss: 

Flaſh: The lady's promiſes, my own pation, and the 
beft mounted Madle in the three kingdoms, f any man 
can a better title, —— if not, 
devil mince me if 1 ge up an ato atom of 

Bid. He's in a fine paſſion, if he woeld bur bold u. 


dux, Sir! what have 


Tag. Pray, Sir, hear reaſon a little. 
Flaſh. I never do, Madam; it is not — 
—ů— — dentn bee (Draws his | —— 
argument is cart- over · arm, ha, ha, 
— eaten chat, Madam, through my 
— 1 —— and miſtreſs, are all at his 
ſervice——Nothing more, 
— This'll do, this'll do. 
Bat Sir, Sir, Sir! 
Eb, But Madam, Madam, Madam I profeſs 
blood, Madam, I was bred upto it from a child; I ſtudy 


bs zl — 


the 
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the book of fate, and the camp is my univerſity ; I have 
attended the lectures of Prince Charles upon the Rhine 
and Bathiani upon the Po, and have extracted know- 
from the mouth of a. cannon; I'm not to be 
frighten'd with ſquibs, Madam, no, no. 

Bid. Pray, dear Sir, don't mind her, but let me pre- 
vail with — away this dime Vour paſſion is 
very fine, to be ſure; and when my aunt and Tag are 
gear out: of [the, way, Ann w yhen I'd have 


g. When 

you'd ee again; child! And 
—— (vnmonch pa en, x what ' do you think. 
of that now, ha? You pretend to be afraid of your aunt; 
your aunt knows what's what too well to refuſe a good 
match when tis offer” d ——Lookee, Miſs, I'm a man 
of honour, glory is my aim, I have, told you the road 
I am in; and do you ſee here, child, (ſhowing bir ford), 
no tricks upon travellers. | 

Bid. But pray, Sir, hear me, 

Flaſh. rn I 
am as well known at Govent-Garden as the Dial, Ma- 
dam; I'll break a lamp, bully a conſtable, bam a juſ- 
tice, or bilk a box-keeper, with any man in the liber- 
ties of 'Weſtminſter : 1 think of me now, 
Madam? 

Bid. Pray don't * ſo — Sir. 

Flaſh. Come, come, come, few words are beſt, ſome- 
body's happier than ſomebody, and I am a poor filly 
fellow; ha, ha——that's all Look you, child, to 
be ſhort, (for l'm a man of rellection), 1 I — but a 

telle to ſay to you: I am in love with you up to 
hell and deſperation, may the ſky cruſh me if I am not! 
hut ſince there is another more fortunate than I, 
adieu, Biddy! Proſperity to the happy rival, patience 


to poor Flaſh ; but the firſt time we meet — gunpowder 


be —_— perdition, but I'll have * to cut a throat 
with him [ Going. 
Bid. (Stopping him.) You may meet- with him now, 


if you pleaſe. 


Flaſh.\ Now | may 1?——Where i is he? I'll ſacrifice 


the villain. ' [ Aloud. 
_ Huſh ! he's but la the neces. | 
F. laſh, 
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Flaſh. Ie he? Ram me (how) into a mortar-piece, 
but 1 have vengeance 3 my blood' boils to be at him 
Bid. Noz Sit)" ee eas better rave, 1 c. 


you.” 


' Flaſh. (Stopping her) 2 fla + a | idle 3 (5-0 


paſſion 1 am in !—Are you ſure be is in the ext row? 
I ſhall certainly tear him tb I would fain mur- 
der him like a gentleman too this fumily ſhane 


be 
—— PI watch for him in the ftreet, and mix kis blood 


go, 1 ing him. 
Tag. (Holding bim.) gn t; 
there were two gentlemen t reſs 
was never fo diverted in her . 2 agen 


Exit. 
Bid. Do, det him, Aick him, Captain Flaſk; N 
44 — 5 ae 
Flaſh. Damn your love, 1 wiſh 1 we, out of the 
we 1 Here he N teak bone ef = 
Here is Nov your 
words, and run him through— 
Flaſh. Don't be in fits now— [Ade to Biddy. 


Bid. 1 | 
and Fribble. * 
ererbte. Take it on my word, Bi, he in « 


nothing 
Frib. buen d.) 1 know you are friend, 
but e wa) know ae 
Tag. I am confident he is a coward. 
Frib. D'ye think ſo, Mrs Tag ? 
Tag. —Oh, I am ſure of it. 
Pris bs he? Nay, then I'm his man. 


3 I like his looks, but I'D not venture too far 
Vor. I. * Tag- 


Flaſh. 1 ſhall ſoon do his Duftn em. 


brought into trouble upon my account. —1 have it 


- e.g 


CT —.— — — 


* p w—— — 
_— 
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Speak to him, Sir. 

2 ene 

by Mrs Tag here—Sir-—who has inform'd me—hem-— 
| that you would be glad to ſpeak with, me—denmee-— 

[ Turns of 

—le I can ſpeak ta yauy, Sir —or to any body; Sir 

2 eee ſee 0c- 


2 ſaid, Mr Flaſh; be i in a LE 


342 


Tere hl your er e. 
1 . and your opinion. may Se 
ar £ rus off to Tag. 

Tag- Well ſaid, Sir, the-day's your own. _ 

What's the matter, Ms Fla ? Is all your fury 
gone? Do you give me up? 

Fri. I = done his buſineſs. [Struts about. 
' Flaſh. Gare, you up, Madam! Na, Madam, when I 
am determin'd in my reſolutians, I am always calm ; 
tis our way, Madam: and now I ſhall proceed to buſi - 
neſs Sir, I beg to fay a word to you in private. 
Fril. Keep diſtance,” fellow, and I'lt anfwer 
2 . 4 
as ſhe has . deliver d up her heart into my keeping, no- 
thing but my arts blood ſhall purchaſe-it. Damnation! 

L Bravo! bravo! 

Flaſh. H thoſe are the conditions, I'll: give you ear- 
neſt for it directly. uy Draws.) No, — pardon 
all right and title this minute, or the torrent of my rage 
YL * and I ſhall. annihilate the no- 
thingneſs of your ſoul and body in an inſtant. 

Frib. I wiſh there was a conſtable at hand to take us 
both up; we ſhall certaialy do one another a preju- 
dice. 

Tag- No, you won't indeed, Sir; pray, . 

| * 3 


9 
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him; if you wou'd but da —— og 


he would run away di 
Frib. Will he? {Draws his favord.) Then I Ko no 
longer contain myſelf Hell aad the furies ! * 
thou ſa brute. 
Tag. On, Sir. | 4 4 4 
[Here they fland ins fighting poſtures, aubile Biddy and 
Tag puſo thes forward] 45 
Flaſh. Come on. | 
Bid. Go ow. 
Frib. Come on; raſcal. 
Tag- Go on, Sir. 3 
Enter Captain Loveit ond pu. 
Capt. What's the matter, my dear? | 
Biddy. If you wont fight, here's one that will. Oh 
« 1 hil, theſe two ſparks are your rivals, and have 
me theſe two months th their addreſſes 
6 « they fared themſelves into the houſe, and have been 
* quarelling about me, and diſturbing the family; if 
they won't fight, pray kick "SNL 
e What's the matter, gen | 
» {They le tet Jenin pre 
Bs ood ene don ſhall do 
rib pray , 't part vs, we 4 
miſchief. — 


Capt. Pub, E to the other genlean, nad 0. 


id. and Tag. Ha, ha, ha! , 
— Bleſs me! how dn you Rand under your wa. 
Frib.' Am I hurt, Sir?” 
Puff. Hurt, Sir! why you have—let me 
Rand in the li two, three, thro? the ben! 
and, let me um —eight thro* the ſmall gute! 
Come, Sir, nnr. 


— Ho, ba, ha! 


Capt. Come here, Puff | 
Puff. 


22 and hoks at Flaſh. 
C ( Pub.) ay Hoy BR I not had the plea 
apt. (to 8 

1 of ſeeing you abroa kr 1 
H h 2 Flaſh. 
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Flaſh. I have ferr'd abroad. 

. _-_ M Sir, to be mil. 
at the laſt — in Flanders ? 

Flgh, 1 was amongſt the dead in the field of 


wo, He was the firſt that fell, Sir; the wind of a 

cannon-ball ſtruck him flat upon his face: he had juſt 

Rrength cnovgh 10 dcp ine! ditch, and there he was 
after the battle in a moſt deplorable condition. 

Capt. Pray, Sir, what advancement did you get by 
the ſervice that day ? * 

Flaſh. My wounds rendered me unfit fo ſervice, and 
J ſold out. 

Puff. Stole out, you mean We hunted him 'by 
ſcent to the water-ſide; thence he took ſhipping for 
England ; and taking the advantage of my maſter's ab- 
ſence, has 'attack*d the | citadel; which we are luckily 
3 n 


ban ee 7% q $240 
Frib. He, hey het i!! 
Cat. And now, Sir, how have you dar'd to <a 
your face in open day, or 'wear even the outſide of a 
profeſſion you have ſo much ſcandalized by your beha- 
viour? I honour the name of ſoldier; and, asa party 
concerned, am bound not to fee it difgrac'd.. As you 
have forfeited your title to honour * up yer 
2 this —— k . 5 

Hab. Nay, Ca $0 ENT. 
Capt. No 22 pi Take bir 


* 


fared. 
22 He's a ad ſcoundrel ; - I wi I had kick'd 
him. 


Capt: The next thing Leckunend=--Laure'this houſe, 
change the colour of your -cloaths and fierceneſs" of 
vont looks; appear from top to toe the wretch, the 
very wretch thou art: If &er I meet thee in the milita: 
ry dreſs again, or if you put on looks that belie the na- 
tive baſeneſs of thy heart, be it where it will, this ſhall 
be the reward of thy impudence and diſobedience. 

. Lee iy he runs of. 
* Bid. Oh, Nn 1 


. 
8. If 
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Frib. What an infamous raſcal it is !' I thank ydu, 
Sir, for this favour ; "Gang, 6: hb the Cape 
, bs the po. 
Capt. One word with you oh e 
Frib. With me, Sir! 


7 1 Sir; bot I am ſadly: 
troubled with weak nerves. - 


Capt. Thou art of a- ſpecies too deſpicable for'cor- - 
rection; therefore be gone; aid if I ſee you here agdin, . 


your inſigntficancy ſhan't protect you. 


- Frib. L am obliged to you for your kindneſs. Well, 
if erer I have any thing to do with intrigues _ 


Miſs Biddy, your ſervant—Captain, your 


Mrs: Tag, your Old foldier, your's. 4 


Paſf. bh Fribble N he ir going out.) 


Frib. O Lard! [Exit. - 


Puff. Stall | cate you of trophy; Sir? 

Puff. Shall 1 eafe you of your 
| Capt. Take it, Puff, as a fmall recompence for thy 
fidelity : thou can'ft better uſe it than its owner. 


Puff. I wiſh your honour had a patent to take ſuch 
trifles from every pretty gentleman that could ſpare em, 


I would ſet up the cutler's in the kingdom. 
Capt. Well faid, Puff. ao 


Sid. But pray; Mr Fox, how did yon. get out of 


your hole? I thought you was lock'd in. 


« Capt. I ſhot the bolt back when. I heard a noiſe; 
and thinking you was in danger, I broke my con- 
« finement without any other confideration than your 
« ſafety. - [KXiffes her hand. 

Sir Sim. (withoar.) Biddy, Biddy !—-Why, Tag, 


Tag! 
© Bia. There's che old gentleman ; run in, run in. 


[Exeunt Captain and Puff, Tag open the door. 


Enter Sir Simon ard ] 


afper. 
© Sir Sim. Where have you been, Biddy ? Jaſper 
and I have knock'd and call'd as loud and as long as 


we were able. What were you doing, child? 
© Bid. I was reading part of a play to Teg, and we 
came as ſoon as we heard you. | 


Hh 2 5? 


— * You need not tremble 1 ſhan't' uſe 0 
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Sir Sim. What play, Moppet ? 

«Tag. The Old Bachdor; and we were juſt got to 
5 old Nykyn as you knock'd at the door. 

« Sir Sim. I muſt-have you burn your plays and ro- 
* mances, now you are mine; 1 
6. cence 5 and what can you learn em? 

© Bid. What you can't teach me, I am ſure. 

. * Sir Sim. Ey, fy, child, I never heard you talk at 
© this rate before. ln afraid, Tags you put. theſe 
into her head. 

ag. I, Sir! Ivo, Sir Simon ho nome ance 


« thin 3 you can Conceive. iſes me, I aſſure 


though L hve ben mari ne 
«0d with elors moſt part of my life. | 

* Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jaſper! I'm all over - in a 
feat. Pray, Miſs, have not had compan 
this afternoon ? "I fair » young top go out of the beule 
< as I was coming hither. 


© Bid. You might have ſeen two, Sir Simon, if your 


6 had been 
1 © Sir Sim. Do you ; Jaſper d——Sure the child 
© 1s poſſeſsd Pray. is do they want here ? 


& Bid. Me, Sir; they wanted me. 

6 Sir Sim. What did they want with you, I ſay? 

Bid. Why, what do you want with me? 

© Sir Siu. Do you hear, Jaſper ?=——I am thunder- 
+ ſtruck! I can't believe my own Tell me the 
© reaſon, I ſay, why 

Tag. I'll tell you the reaſon why, if you leaks, Sir , 
© Simon. Miſs, you know, is a very filly young girl ; 
and having found out, (Heav'n knows how |) that 
there is ſome little difference between fixty-five and 
« twenty-five, ſhe's ridiculous enough to chooſe the lat- 
ter; 5 if ſhe'd take my advice 

© Sir Sin. You are right, Tage the would take me, 
eh 

Tag. Ves, Sir, as the only way de have, both ; for if 
+ the marries you, the other will follow of courſe. 

Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jaſper! b 

Bid. Tis very true, Sir Simon: from RTE no 

| * R a nnn * 
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ng one I'll have. There ve been three . 
c barns mr by 
Fr Sim. There, Jaſpe mh phage + s 3%. 
Bid. And they have been quarrelling about me, and 
2 the other two. + Now, Sir Simon, if 
23 take up the conqueror, and kick him, as he has 
d the others, you ſhall have me for your ee 
— my fifteen thouſand pounds into the 
What ſays my hero, eh? [Slaps him on the back. 
© Sir Sim. "The worlP's at z n to be 
done, Jaſper ? 
5 3 Pack up and be gone. Don't fight the match, 
© Sir, 
Sie Sim. Fleſh and blood can't bear it Im all 
over agitation Hugh, hugh !—Am I cheated by a 
© baby, a doll? Where's your aunt, you young cocka- 
© trice——P'Il let —— —— woman, and 


© you are 


« Bid. You are in a fine kumeue-to:thow your Glen. 


Tag, fetch the in this minute, while Sir Simon 
© 1s warm, and let him know he is waiting here to cut 


© his throat. [Exit Tag.] I lock'd him up in my bed 


6 chamber till you came. 
* Sir Sim. Here's an mp of dubai What would 
I give that my ſon Bob were here to thraſtrher ſpark; 
6 while I—raviſh'd the reſt of the family. 
af. I believe we had beſt retire, Sir. 
©, Sir Sim. No, no; 1 ' muſt ſee her bully firſt : a 
* do you hear, „ 
6 1 | 3 
© 7a Pray, eep your temper, . Sir 
"4 7 Enter Captain, Tag, and Puff. 


« C apt. (approaching angrily.) What is the meaning 
S8ir—7 deen an Puff; what ſhall I 
1 him iy tle ) Kneel ain. 5 

* Puff ( the coat. again, 

© Sir Sim. — [Sarting 


Capt. Fhere is no retreat; I muſt Hand it! 
Bid. What's all this? 
Sir Sim. Vour humble ſervant; Captain Fireball. 


* You are —— enn L 


did 


j 
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1 did not think of being knock'd o' th* head, or cut up 
$ alive, by ſo fine a gentleman. 
Capt. I am under ſuch confuſion, Sir, that T have 
© not power to convince you of my innocence. - 
© Sir Sim. Innocence! pretty lamb! And fo, Sir, 
© you have left the regiment, and the hononrable em- 
* ployment of fighting for your eountry, to come home 


TY and cot your father's throat. Why, you'll be a great 


« man in time, Bob! 
- © Bid. His father,. Tag! 

© Sir Sim. Come, come, e 
does it or if you have any qualng, let your wire 
* there perform the operation. 

+ Puff. Pray, Sir, mp 


6 —— have you for leaving the — 1 fo? 
? Capt 1 


Th. Capt. Our love, Si, has long and mutual. 
s What accidents have happen'd — my going abroad 
And her leaving the country, and how I have moſt. 
+ unaccountably met you here, I am a ſtranger to; but 
+ whatever appearunces may be, 1. 
* your dutiful ſon-. 
Bid. He talks like an angel, Tag! 
+ Sir Sim. Dutifu), firrals I- hade not you. rivalꝰd 
your father ? 
Capt. Ne, Sir, you have rivall's me. My claim 
muſt be prior to yoar's. 
* Bid. Indeed, Sir Simos, ke can hoc che beſt.title 
to me. 


Sir, Sir, the afoot gene gentleman ſpeaks oy ; 
s js. 2 the fortune wi go out of the family, I 


« ſhould adviſe you to our reſentment, - be recon- 
+ cil'd to your ſon, and re the lady. 

Sir. Sim. Ay, ay, —— | 
* ſon, I give you the girl; ſhe's too mach for me, I 


5 confeſs ;—and, take my word, Bob, you'll catch a 


© tartar. 
Bid. I affure you, Sir Simon, I'm not the perſon 


you 
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© you take me for. If I have us'd you any. — 


etwas for your ſon's ſake, who had my 
*. inclinations before you: and though l believe I ſhould 
have made you a moſt uncomfo wife, I'll be the 


© beſt daughter to you; in the world; and if you ſtand © 


in need of a lady, my aunt is difengag'd, and 1s the 
© bet nurſe— 

* . OR thank * you have 
* fo turn'd my to. marriage, I have no a te 
© left. — But where is _ aunt ? Won't ſhe top you 
proceedings, think you 

Tag. She's now at W Sieq ©; and en 

« pleaſe to go with the young D give your 

approbation, P'll eons for my old lady's — 

Bid. The Captain and I, 'Sir—— » 

Ser Sim. Come, come, Bob, you are but an en- 
don't impoſe on the girl neither. FF 

| 1 I bad the good fortune, Sir, to pl 
© royal general by my beha 
the enemy, and he gave me a company: | 

Sir Sim. Bob, I wiſh you joy! This is news in» 
© deed! And when we celebrate your wedding, ſon, 

© I'll drink a half-pint bumper mia to your benefac- 
© tor. 

© Capt, And he deſerves it, Sits "ini awed by 
© his example and juſtice, animates us = 1 . hu 

. agneny'! a all 

ing. 

6 Pu. Halt a little, — . and ladies if 2 
0 x Every body here ſeems well ſatisfied but my- 
« 3s 

Capt. What's the matter, Puff? 

© Puff. Sir, as I would make myſelf worthy of ſuch 
©a maſter, and the name of a ſoldier, I cannot put up 
© the leaſt injury to my honour. 
Sir Sim. Heyday! what flouriſhes are theſe ! 
_ © Puff. Here is the man; come forth, caitiff.¶ 79 

© Jaſper. ] — He has confeſs'd this day, that in my ab- 
« ſence he hath taken freedoms with my lawful wife, 
and had diſhonourable intentions againſt my bed; for 


* which I demand ſatisfaction. 1 
c 


Wan 
viour in a ſmall with | 


E . 8 4 


* 
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Sir Sim. (firiking bim.) What ſtuff is here ? The 
* fellow's brain's turn d. 

* Puff. And crack'd too, Sir: but you are my ma- 
© fter's and I ſubmit. '/ 

Capt. Come, come, —— — 


Ju. I'm your —— Puff But, hark 
« ye—1 fear you not; and if you'll lay aſide your ſteel 
there, as far as a broken head or a black eye, I'm at 
* 'your ſervice upon demand. 

© Tas. You are very good at crowi indeed, Mr 
« Jaſper; but let me tell you, the that is rogue 
* enough to brag of a woman's favours, muſt be a dung- 
« hill every way.—— As for you, my dear huſband, 
ppm frm nem id. eres ont hoe 
1 The At 
* he 
| Fig le. afraid the town will be U-aator' enough 
to think I have been a little coquettiſh in my behaviour; 
but I hope, as I have been conſtant to the Captain, I 
ho nd et mp ee res Am Ice Morn 


Ladies, to ſops and braggarts ne ne'er be kind; 
No charms can warm 'em, 5 | 
Each lover's merit by his conduct 

Who fails in honour, will be falſe "THe 


7 5 Jaſper, 1 — 
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By the ſame hand as the Paolo. | VO 


Spoken by Mrs Parrcnaav. 
FN OOD folks, I'm come, at my young Lady's bidding, 


To ſay, all are welcome to her wedding. 
Th' exchange ſhe made what mortal here can blame ? 
Show me the maid that would not do the ſame. 

For ſure the greateſt monſter ever ſeen, 

Is 1 coupled to Sixteen! 

When wintry age had almoſt caught the fair, 

Youth clad in ſunſhine ſnatch'd her from deſpair : 
Like a new Semele the Virgin lay, 

And claſp'd her lover in the blaze of day. 

Thus may each maid, the toils almoſt intrapt in, 
Change 01d Sir Simon for the briſk young Captain. 

l love thoſe men of arms, they know their trade: 
Let daſtards ſue, the ſons of fire invade! 

They cannot bear around the bait to nibble, 

Like pretty, powder'd, ry Mr Fribble : 

To dangers bred, and ſkilful in command, 

They ſtorm the ſtrongeſt fortreſs ſword in hand! 
Nights without ſleep, and floods of tears when waking, 
Show'd poor Miſs Biddy was in piteous taking. 

She's now quite well : for maids in that condition, 
Find the young lover is the beſt phyſician ; 
And without helps of art, or boaſt of knowledge, 
They cure more women, faith, than all the — 2 

But to the point I come with low petition, 

For faith poor _ is in a fad condition Legs 

* The huge tall Hangman ſtands to give the blow, 

And only waits your pleaſures——ay or no. 

If you ſhould-—— Pit, Box, and Gallery, 

Joy turns bis ſenſes, and the man runs mad! 

if your cars are ſhut, your hearts are rock, | 

And you pronounce the ſentence——block to block; - 
Down kneels the bard, and leaves you, when he's dead, | 
The empty tribute of an author's head. 


* Alluding to Bayes's Prologue in the Rehearſal, 


END or Txz FIRST VOLUME. 
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